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THE NEXT OF KIiV. 



CHAPTEE I. 



If we are to place faith in what foreigners say 
of us we are bound to believe that we English 
are remarkably fond of display, and much given 
to exhibiting our prosperity whenever we are 
blessed with any. Well, perhaps we afe 
rather proud of our wealth and delight in 
parading it before our friends. We will be 
candid, and own that we do love splendidly 
furnished rooms, large gilt framed mirrors, and 
richly embossed plate ; that We force flowers to 
bloom before the time nature appoints ; and, 
not satisfied with those our own country pro- 
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duces, we send for them to distant lands ; and 
this, perhaps, not because we very particularly 
love flowers, but that they may excite the 
wonder and admiration of our less fortunate 
acquaintance, when exhibited in our conserva- 
tories or drawing-room windows. 

If money can procure a luxury, why should 
the rich man be long without it ; and when 
damasks and velvets hang in graceful folds 
around his rooms, and chandeliers glitter and 
sparkle above his head, while his feet sink into 
the soft pile of his carpet, and his coffee is 
handed to him on a silver salver, he may feel 
as supremely happy as any modem Fortunatus 
c§n be expected to feel j that is, if his dear 
friends and neighbours are looking on and envy- 
ing him as much as he wishes them. 

Some of our dinner parties are grand affairs, 
indeed seldom less than half a dozen courses, 
consisting of every delicacy in and out of 
season — hot-house fruit in profusion, and no- 
thing drank but the most expensive wines. 
And as it is considered that the later people 
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dine the greater claim they have to fashionable 
rank, we are bidding fiur to reach ten and 
even eleven o^clock at night. 

Of course, when we eat our dinners twelve 
hours later than our ancestors, no one will 
doubt our superiority over them. 

" Don't you think it will only bo a family- 
party?" suggested Flora, rather comforting 
herself with the supposition, as they drove up 
the avenue to the Hall. 

" I would not mind betting a shilling there 
will not be less than twenty at dinner. They 
never give friendly parties," said Mrs. Treven- 
non, who had had some difficulty in persuading 
Flora to appear full dressed. 

'^ "W^ell, don't look so intensely anxious, Flo, 
as if you were afraid they would eat you in- 
stead of the prize Cochin China fowls, I fully 
expect to see on the table," said Mr. I'revennon, 
laughing as they stopped at the grand 
entrance, from which another carriage was just 
driving away« One footman met them at the 
B 3 
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door, and another announced their names with 
the correctness of servants in general. 

How Flora's heart fluttered, how infinitely 
insignificant she felt as her feet, for the first 
time, trod the floor of the house where her 
father and grandfather had dwelt, and which 
would then have been hers, but for the villany 
of that very aristocratic, haughty old gentleman, 
who so condescendingly advanced to receive her. 

She experienced none of those mysterious 
sensations heroines are generally supposed to 
feel when coming unexpectedly and unknow- 
ingly in contact with persons and things inti- 
mately connected with their destiny, as she 
entered the magnificent drawing-room at 
Armitage, and heard the subdued murmur of a 
dozen voices. 

There can be no such thing as instinctive 
presentiment, else Mr. Crofton's hand would 
have trembled as he offered it to one he had 
given into the power of a set of itinerant vaga- 
bonds — neither did any small voice whisper to 
him that the little hand he scarcely deigned to 
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toucli, had the ^power to wave him forth from 
that house in which he had now dwelt so long 
Undisturbed that he had forgotten he ever 
feared his title might be disputed. 

There are inscrutable romances being acted, 
almost before our eyes, in every day life — ^in 
many of which we may ourselves be unconscious 
actors — the mysteries of which, if brought to 
light, would scarcely be credited by the simple 
matter-of-fact observers of the world. 

How would Flora have acted had some geni 
appeared and disclosed the truth, and hailed 
her mistress of those gilded and mirrored walls ? 

'Tis ai! odd conjecture, and was not fated to be 
solved; for it was only as a timid, blushing, very 
insignificant guest, she received the greetings of 
Mr. and Mrs. (rofton, and their daughters; and 
but for Guy might have deemed the whole affair 
very stupid ; for, it not being the fashion to 
introduce guests to each other, those who were 
strangers were sure — English like — to sit silent, 
terribly afraid lest, in speaking to any one, thiey 
might make an acquaintance they should not 
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have wished. As Mrs. Trevennon predicted, 
it was a large party ; guest after guest was 
aunounced, and very much that little lady 
prided herself on having put on her satin-dress, 
and topaz ornaments. 

When all appeared to be assembled, Mr. 
Crofton made a tour of the room, whispering a 
few cabalistic words to each gentleman, which 
they assented to by a nod, followed, perhaps, 
by one or two common-place remarks; and 
then he came across the room towards Flora, 
accompanied by a very young man, whom he 
introduced to her as Mr. Fitztracy Maggs; 
following the presentation by a hint to Guy 
that Charlotte would be waiting for him. And 
then a tall, stately personage in black having 
stalked into the room, and advancing stealthily 
to Mrs. Crofton, repeated some muttered sounds 
in an under tone, apparently meant only for 
her ear, but fully understood by all present, a 
solemn procession was formed and one couple 
after another vanished between the lines of 
liveried servants drawn up in the hall. 
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As Flora passed througli the drawing-room, 
she felt so far recovered from her shyDoss as to 
glance round at the costly articles of furniture 
which now became perceptible out of the mist 
that had seemed to envelop them. Parti- 
cularly she noticed the mother of pearl and 
tortoishell keys of a splendidly inlaid piano- 
forte, and the richly-gilded pillar of a harp 
standing near it. When they entered the 
dining-room, young Maggs bent over the un* 
occupied seats as he led Flora down one side of 
the long table, peeping, as he did so, at the 
card which lay on each napkin — dinner guests 
now-a-days* being arranged according to class 
and order, as any other highly adjusted system. 

Having found his own name next to Miss 
Yallack's, he politely handed her to her ap- 
pointed place, and seated himself by her side, 
just as the Eev. John Cloppertone was murmur^^ 
ing two sentences over the dish-cover nearest 
to him, during which time the ladies seemed 
to be looking inquisitively at their neighbours. 

Flora's eyes, however, had wandered to the 



8 OTEB NEXT OP EIN. 

couple opposite her; it was only a momentary 
glance, and then they came back s^ain and 
rested demnrely on the plate before her ; but 
she wondered who the very handsome girl at 
Cruy^s side could be. 

As one liveried servant, behind Mr. Crofton's 
diair, lifted the cover from the fish, another 
Jiveried servant, behind Mrs. Crofton's chair, 
simultaneously lifted the cover from the soupj 
QS if the right hand of each had been acted on 
by pulleys touched at the same moment. 

As usual on such ultra grand occasions very 
little more than monosyllabic conversation was 
heard during the first two courses ; but after 
these the frost- wprk thawed considerably, and 
people knew the sound of their own voices. 

" Where did you hear that news, Mr. Mori- 
arty?" Mrs. Crofton was asking when Flora 
could, at last, feel interested in the conver* 
sation. 

"Well, indeed, ma'am, I believe the in- 
formation came to me through several channels, 
'twa3 something like Mrs. Hopkins told me 
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that Thompson's sister said she heard Sally tell 
her fellow servants, &c. &c." 

*^ What, is it, ma 5^^ asked Eosana, from the 
other end of the table, 

" Why, my lore, Mr. Moriarty asserts it as 
an undeniable fact, that one of the seyen Miss 
Baileys is at last going to be married.'* 

" One of the * Pleides,' as Guy calls them." 

'• Poor old Mr. Desmond !" said another gen- 
tlemen; " better had he^ caught his death by 
standing up to his chin in a pond of cold water, 
like good immaculate St. Bernard did to punish 
himself, for having looked in a woman's face, 
than have taken such a i^tep. I believe the 
lady to whom Mr. Desmond's eyes were first 
raised, scornfully rejected him; and now, having 
becoiue more humble, he has offered himself to 
Jemima Bailey, and been gratefully accepted 
—widower of sixty years though he is." 

*' Oh ! it will be just one of the ill-assorted 
matches one hears of no\v-a-days," said Mrs. 
Croftou, with much dignity ; '' Mr. Desmond's 
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first love affair was before Jemima was bom ; 
his second, I believe, before she eould nm 
alone ; ho was married when she was learning 
her letters ; and, I have heard, his son and heir 
was bom the day she began her sampler. He 
was left a widower the year she was introduced 
to society ; and now, at eighteen, she is going 
to marry a man only five years younger than 
her father." 

'* Oh ! mamma, y^ forget she has six sisters 
still on the unattached service list,'' cried 
iiosana, who was generally understood to have 
been the ** scornful rejecter" of Mr. Desmond 
when he sought a second wife. 

*' I believe the only little demur in settling 
the final arrangements, was the gentleman 
having requested, as a particular favour, that 
Jemima would allow the world to consider she 
was the third daughter, instead of the sixth ; 
but you never find a woman willing to put on 
her age, even to make her marraige, to a man 
many years older than herself, seem a more 
suitable match." 
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^^Wdl^ one thing will be a consolation to 
her, widow's caps are now made such pretty, 
eoquetish things, it is rather becoming than 
otherwise to wear one," said Elise, looking up, 
languishingly, at the gentleman who sat next 
to her. 

He bent his head very near her cheek, as he 
whispered in reply, and fllise answered with 
another still more soul melting glance. 

" Do you know I saw you in Shuffleborough, 
yesterday ; and, I admired you so much^ I have 
got Trevennon to ask me to his pio-nic," said 
Fitztracy Maggs, trjring to gain more of 
Flora's attention ; " I have, really, now I" in a 
tone and manner important enough to have 
announced the discovery of perpetual motion, 
or a safe north-east passage to China. 

'^ Indeed I" was all Miss Yallack's reply, as 
she looked, almost for the first time, at her new 
acquaintance. 

The gentleman, though evidently not in his 
twenties, was certainly very desirous of being 
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thought older than he was. Standing, in a 
posftive state, he might have been mistaken for 
a first-class model, shown by a fashionable 
tailc»*. Meeting him in society, he was gene- 
Kdly looked ^ as a silly young man who might 
know better as he grew older. 

^^ Dress up to the height of fashion, if you 
will,'' his more sensible father had sometimes 
said to him, ^^ but step only one inch beyond 
this mark and you beeome vulgar." 

" Htztracy had evidently taken a very long 
stride over the line of demarkation ; and Flora, 
cpnsequently, thought him very ungentlemanly 
in appea|:a^ce. 

"Yes," he continued, "and, if jou wont 
mind goiAg by youi^self with me, I will drive 
you in one of the handsomest gigs you ever 
saw. But, do you know, I asked Eosatia Cr of- 
ten to ride with me yesterday, and she looked 
thunder and lightning at me ; now, I fancy, 
you are a very different sort of girl.". 

This was said very confidentially. 
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" And what is your definition of my charac- 
ter ?' asked Flora, smilingly. 

" Why, there is no nonsense about you ; you 
don't mean any harm in what you do ; and, 
you are not perpetually fancying other people 
must see any. My conclusion is — ergo — you 
wout feel dreadfully shocked if J ask Treven- 
non to let me drive you to the pic^nip." 

Their conversation was then interrupted by 
Mr. Crofton, patronizingly addressing Miss 
Yallack, with a request to ** have the honour." 

S[is hand, being laid on a decanter near him, 
indicated to Miss Yallack the amount of con- 
descension Mr. Crofton expected from her. 
That gentleman, believing her to be the guest 
of lowest rank, was very punctilious in bowing 
to her with all possible urbanity ; and, as she 
looked at him. Flora could not help thinking of 
her dear papa and mamma at Trelighthen, who 
were then, doubtless, sipping t.eir tea, never 
dreaming of the honour conferred on their 
darling. 
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**Well, Charlotte, are you inexorable?" 
asked Mr. Crofton, taming to the dark eyed, 
Cleopatra looking beauty next to Guy. 

'^lam immutable/' replied the girl haughtily. 

*' Charlotte has been trying to persuade us 
she anticipates great pleasure in going to visit 
the stupid Dixons," said Bosana. 

^^Come, cofbe, Lotty, tell us the secret of 
this intended expedition," cried Mr. Crofton, 
with all the good-humoured £EuniIiarity he 
addressed his own daughters. ^^ Are Ouy and 
you going to try the effect of a little absence on 
love that is running too smooth ?" 

^^ Oh I depend upon it, Miss Hay iland,. that 
is a very silly experiment — trying the strength 
of an attachment by separation. People are 
not expected to pass their married lives asunder, 
but together ; and, for my part, I think the 
greatest test of love is whether it will stand 
the ordeal of constant intercourse ;" said Sir 
John Tremlet, Elise's favoured admirer — who 
was then paying a long visit to Armitage, pro- 
bably to prove his theory. 
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*' Well, we won't ask Guy for a full confei- 
sion ; he looks down-hearted, even at the men- 
tion of the tereatened blank in his next month's 
existence." 

It may be remarked that much of the court- 
ship between Guy and Miss Haviland bad 
lately been carried on by proxy ; Mr. Crofton 
considerately interpreting his son's silence or 
words just as he saw fit; the young couple 
treating each other as those generally do, whose 
future destinies have all been arranged long 
ago by their parents. 

*' How very beautiful she is," thought Flora, 
again venturing to look over at Miss Haviland, 
whose flashing, black eyes tumedincessantly from 
one to another of the guests present, though they 
rested longest on the stranger girl opposite her, 
whose name she inquired very audibly of Guy- 
To avoid any appecurance of noticing 
the conversation between them, Flora tried 
to feel greatly interested in the long row 
of portraits hung on the wall facing her. 
One, the richly framed likeness of a very 
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handsome young man, seemed, as she re- 
marked to Mr. Maggs, to stare her out of 
countenance, and she asked if he were a son or 
brother of Mr. Crofton's, though she owned to 
seeing no resemblance to his family. 

" You must go very far back to find either 
relationship or likeness, I expect," returned 
that gentleman, in a low voice. " That is one 
of the Armitages, from whom Mr. Crofton got 
the property. He, himself," indicating his 
host by a slight jerk of his head, and a half- 
closed eye, "was nobody, I believe, though 
you would say he must have been born under 
a lucky star, if you knew all about him." 

What the all " about him" was. Flora felt 
little curiosity to know, and she merely with- 
drew her observation from the young man's 
portrait to fix it on what appeared to be 
a family group, for several children, in various 
attitudes, were represented in the fore- ground. 

'^ All dead," whispered } oung Maggs ; 
"none of them lived to grow up except that 
fine fellow opposite," and Fitztracy nodded 
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familiarly to the picture, as if the original had 
been an old friend. 

None of the before-mentioned heroic per- 
ceptions revealed to Flora the fact of the " fine 
fellow" having been her father, and the party 
of fair, delicate children, her juvenile uncles 
and aunts. 

A feeling of superstitious reverence had 
deterred Mr. Crofton from remoying any of 
the old pictures he found on the walls when he 
entered Armitage, though the collection had 
been of late years greatly augmented by bril- 
liantly-framed full-lengths, and half-lengths, 
and profiles, and miniatures of the Croftons, en 
grand tenue : for Mr. Crofton thought portraits 
greatly added to the respectability of a family, 
since it may be presumed your ancestors had 
not been ashamed to show their faces : and not 
a little proud was he of drawing your attention 
to the link which united the Croftons in their 
new gilt frames, to the Armitages in their 
faded and tarnished ones. 

** Have you had a fellow calling on you 
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jbr ft contribution towards buying a piece 
plttte to present to Macklethwaite, the Town 
Surveyor?" asked a gentleman, addressing 
Mr, Crofton. 

^^ Why, it was only a few weeks ago I 
heard of their presenting the town crier with 
a handsome silver bell, for the able and satis- 
factory way in* which he has performed the 
duties of his office during the last three years. 
I expect soon we shall not find any fellow 
willing to accept a public situation, unless 
with the stipulation that a testimonial shall 
be ensured to him. I never take up a 
newspaper new without seeing a list of such 
donations. 

^' Oh, Macklethwaite's Mend called on me,'^ 
said Mr. Trevennon, ^Vand I told him that I 
had given five shillings towards a gold snuff- 
box for a man who so cleverly defended him- 
self at the last assizes, that he was acquitted. 
If you recollect, he had been committed on a 
charge of robbing his employers; but when 
he got of^ public sympathy was so stirred up. 
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it could only be allayed by conferring a testi- 
monial on him," 

" You treat the subject too satirically, Mr. 
Trevennon,'' said the Eev. John Cloppertone, 
who had not long since had his efficient services 
in the parish reviarded by a silver inkstand. 
'^ I think it is a pleasing way of showing that 
we do not Consider all men sufficiently recom-* 
pensed by the mem stipend allotted to them 
for what may be prduous tasks. 'Tis the 
manner in which duties are performed that 
calls forth these tributes of respect. Now, I 
think I may venture to assert, that Mr. Mackle«^ 
thwaite's chiefest gratification in receiving the 
handsome tea-pot his friends hope to present, 
will be in the consciousness of having deserved 
this mark of their esteem and confidence.'' 

Mr. Trevennon muttered some remark about 
people expecting public praise for doing their 
duty — ^the neglect of which would subject 
tiiem to deserved censure — ^but the Eev, John 
did not choose to hear him ; he turned to the 
lady next him, and asked if she intended 
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being present at the consecration of the ne^^ 
district church. 

The lady said she thought she should ; she 
bad seen the first stone laid, and she had been 
once or twice to see how they were getting on^ 
but there was such a noise and confusion of 
masons, carpenters, and painters, that she 
soaroely had been able to realise the expecta- 
tion of its ever being the solemn sanctuary for 
which it was intended. 

** Therefore you will be the more readily 
impressed with the solemnity of the ceremony 
of its consecration," resumed Mr. Cloppertone. 
^^The building has hitherto been only the 
work of men's hands, but after the benediction 
of the Bishop has been pronounced, the image 
of a Divine Maker is stamped upon it; it 
becomes the tabernacle of the Highest Ma- 
jesty, and is set apart solely for His worship." 

The Bey. John being unmarried, his female 
auditors always listened to him with great 
deration* He had a round, shiny, semi-bald 
beid; ^es, with so little expression, that they 
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seemed intended for no other purpose than to 
prevent his running against lamp-posts or 
mile-stones; and a mouth that would have 
brought on palpitation of the heart in any 
animal that could, by any possibility, have 
suspected itself destined for human food. Mr. 
Cloppertone would, doubtless, have been called 
handsome in China, where, the fatter a man is, 
the more he is admired; but it was a dull, 
heavy sort of fatness, suggestive of prime 
joints, well-fed poultry, rich soup, and old 
port wine ; and not a few of the single ladies 
in and near Shuffleborough, thought him 
rather aelfish to keep all these good things to 
himself. 

Considering Flora had not very often been 
addressed by anybody at the dinner- table, 
except young Maggs and Guy Crofton, she was 
not very sorry when Mrs. Crofton rose, though 
she only had the prospect of the hour's scandal 
in the drawing-room, in which neither she nor 
Mrs. Trevennon seemed expected to join, even 
had they felt inclined. 
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Am ioon m the gentlemen entered, Fitetraey 
MHtfS^i who was one of the first to appear, 
tiUI'I'l^d over to 3Css Yallack and told her, with 
jl^V^^t oxultation, he thought it was all settled 
iU^i he dboalddiiye her to the pio-nic; ^^ Treven- 
WQU Nftld it depended on her own consent only." 
^' Why, Fiti, I am quite disappointed eyery 
time I see you without regimentals on," ex- 
plftimed Miss Hayiland, who joined them, 
l#ft&ing on Guy's arm, which she had taken, 
fomiliarly, as he crossed the room. "You 
Auraly are not going to sit ingloriously on a 
tbf^ feet high stool by your papa's side, 
instead of winning cart loads of laurels, as I 
ftm sure you would, had you been a soldier." 

"Why, the fact is," said Fitz, affectedly, 
" I don't approve of that rule of the officers 
being obliged to fight as well as the common 
men. Besides, I have a dislike to noise and 
bustle, and it is not impossible I might wish to 
get out of such a smoky, confusing affair as a 
battle befmre it was all over ; which desire, if 
put into effect, might lead to unpleasant 
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ulterior results. But for these objections, I 
should have preferred the army to the law." 

"Ah, I understand," rejoined Miss Havi- 
land, nodding her head seriously, ^ but for those 
vile guns, you would have been a soldier.' " 

" Exactly," replied young Maggs, quite un- 
conscious of the lady's raillery. 

" Now, Charlotte, if you can keep a secret, 
I will tell you one," said Guy Crofton, pre- 
tending to whisper as he leaned towards 
her ear. " Fitz is turning poet, and scribbles 
a deal of rhyme in his father's office, instead of 
scratching stiff hieroglyphics on stupid parch- 
ment or fools-cap. That three feet high 
stool you ridicule, has become a Delphic 
tripod, aDd every one of you girls had better 
behave civilly to him, or you will have no 
sonnets to one feature in your faces." 

" Ah, yes, I understand," said Charlatte, as 
if speaking to herself. " Ovid and Petrarch, 
and a great many others, preferred poetry to 
law. I wonder how it is," she added, aloud, 
looking up very gravely, " that lawyer'a 
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clerks should be so subject to the cacoethcs 
scribendi fever." 

*^ So you see, Miss Haviland, poets and 
philosophers and those sort of people never 
make good martial heroes," interrupted Fitz, 
not quite comprehending the young lady^s 
remark. 

"No, truly," returned Charlotte, sympa- 
thetically, "we all know that Demosthenes 
and Horace were great cowards, and both fled, 
as you talk of doing, from noisy battles, leaving 
their shields behind them. But I fancy one 
great cause of regret to you must be, not 
having the opportunity the army would have 
afforded for displaying your taste in dress." 

" Oh, if Naggs only goes on as he has the 
last year or two, he bids fair to rival any uni- 
form I know of," said Guy, who felt very 
savagely inclined towards Fitztracy, for his 
undisguised admiration of Miss Vallack. " I 
don't see why any fellow should be a sloven 
because he is savant; I know Plato once gave 
Zenocrates a lecture on the subject, and finished 
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by entreating him, ^ to go and sacrifice to the 
Graces,' which, of course meant, go and 
change your tailor and get a better made 
coat." 

" Well, nothing can bo alleged against Mr. 
Maggs on that head," resuiiied Charlotte, 
taking Fitz's elegant gold chain between her 
fingers to examine it more minutely. ^^ Your 
taste is inimitable, Mr. Maggs." 

" Now, Charlotte, don't you be rash in 
making any advances to Fitz ; for, I warn you, 
he is such a lover of the ancients, that I shall 
not one bit wonder if he folio vved the advice of 
that comical old Diogenes, who praised all his 
fiiends that broke off tlieir love affairs whv^ii 
just on the eve of matrimony." 

''The old churl," cried Charlotte, indig- 
nantly, *' I have no patience with him. I only 
wish he had had heart enough to have fallen 
in love with a pretty girl and been jilted on 
his wedding day." 

** Oh, ah, yes, I remember about the fellow," 

VOL. n. c 
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Httid FitZ| who was looking more and more 
mystifledi" he lived in a cider cask or some- 
thing of that sort ; but if he had no better 
doniioile to invite the lady into, she would have 
been wise to refuse him." 

•* Of course she would be disgusted with such 
limited household arrangements/' cried Miss 
Huviland, scornfully, "for you may depend, 
oven in those days of yore, women looked to a 
good settlement as much as now. You see 
what an amusing person Mr. Maggs is Miss 
Vallaok," she continued, turning her bold 
flashing eyes on Flora, "it is a great treat to 
have the benefit of his intellectual converse. 
Now here have we been reminded of so many 
things we learnt when good little girls and 
boys at school, and which I d&re say we had 
all of us forgotten, till he had the tact to sug- 
gest the ideas which recalled them. Indeed, 
Guy, you may say what you like, but I should 
prove a dangerous rival to any lady on whom 
Mr. Maggs fixed his affections.'' 

"And I warn Fitz in time," said Guy, 
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looking significantly at that greatly flattered 
gentlemen, ^^that he had better be cautious 
and not look with loving eyes on one who 
finds favour in my sight. He knows the old 
motto, ^ Delenda est Carlhayo^ which being 
translated, means, * 'tis quite lawful to destroy 
a rival.' " 

Fitz neither understood the application nor 
saw the glance, he was looking down too ad^ 
miringly on Flora, as she sat examining some 
costly ornaments on a buhl table near them. 
And, truth to tell, she was feeling vexed at all 
this quizzical badinage ; not that she pitied the 
object of it, for young Maggs was quite un- 
scathed, and eviiently in a happy state of un- 
consciousness ; but she fancied the remarks 
were rather aimed at her, intended rather to 
annoy her, as the object of Fitztracy Maggs'g 
devoted attention. She felt an invincible dis- 
like to Miss Haviland, and thought even the 
affectation and languor of the Miss Croftons 
preferable to her forward satirical manner, and 
c 3 
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was ill-natured enough to suspect that the 
sprig of real scarlet geranium, placed with such 
seeming carelessness in her black hair, had, in 
effect, been more studied than the jewels or 
artificial flowers of any other lady present. 
Her dress too, was so singular for a young 
woman, especially at that time of year. Black 
velvet, sweeping the ground, very short sleeves, 
and very low bodice, with no ornaments on her 
neck or arms. 

What a relief Flora thought it was when a 
gentleman came over and told Miss Haviland 
'' tuC instrument," was waiting for her, (as it is 
the fashion to call a pianoforte.) Eeminding 
one of a tooth drawing operation or an officer 
of the Inquisition. 

And then a lady, seating herself at the 
piano, being the usual signal for unlimited 
conversation, everybody found something to 
talk about, especially on the subject of music. 
All who considered themselves privileged to 
give an opinion on semibreves and semiquavers, 
olos and symphonies, discussed the merits of 
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every musical performer from Apollo down to 
Jullien; but still Miss Hayiland sang her 
Italian song perfectly indifferent to the inat- 
tention of the crowd, so as she retained the 
services of the one or two fashionable men 
who lounged over the piano, and whispered 
their praises and adoration. Not that they 
knew one word of what she had been singing, 
for young ladies have discarded their own lan- 
guage as much as possible in the selection of 
their music, and generally sing in one neither 
themselves nor their auditors understand. 

*^ Let me listen again to the ^ language of the 
blest above,' " sighed Captain Vesper, one of 
the oflSlcers from the Shuffleborcugh barracks, 
as Miss Haviland attempted to rise from her 
seat. " Let me hear those strains once more." 
As if the Angels in Heaven were in the habit 
of singing in Italian, and practising the modem 
operas ! 

"May I read Miss Vallack's thoughts — or 
rather tell her my own, which I think are on 
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the eame subject?'^ asked Guy Orefton, in a 
low tone, as he sat down by Flora'fl sida 

She looked round in his &ce, and Guy bent 
his head nearer to her, under pretence of ex- 
amining the print she held. Her smile had 
answered his request ; and he eontinued — 

'^ We are both tJbinkii^ that one hour suieh 
as we enjoyed together at Trelighthen, is worth 
a hundred spent in such heartless scenes as 
these. Am I right ?" 

" Partly so,'^ said Flora, ingenuously ; " but 
then, in my thoughts, there is a little per- 
plexity whieh peiiiaps you can explain away. 
How waa it, Mr, Guy Crofton professed him- 
self to be contented with the nnrefined hos- 
pitality of our humble Trelighthen, and even 
with the rough accommodation of The Cat and 
Boiling Fin, aiter being accustomed to the 
gorgeous luxuries of his home." 

^^ There was one near who shed a halo of 
brightness round all ; she made eyery spot a 
paradise to me. Does Miss Yallack remember 
that last evening I spent with her ?'^ 
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Miss Yallaok remembered it perfectly well, 
and said so ; but Mr. Crofton must have wished 
to impress the memory of it still more, for he 
laid his band on hero, and again gave a gradu- 
ally tighteniog pressure, and when he released 
it, there was ia dieep colour on Flora's cheeks — 
3ad on his H>lm also. What caused it on the 
young girPs face we can all understand. What 
woman but has felt that first thrilling flush 
when the heart learns its first lesson? But 
what brought that colour on Guy Crofton's 
cheek ? Was it Ms first love blush— or was it 
the token of shame at the wrong he was 
doing that fair and guileless creature, in win- 
ning her affections, when conscience told him 
he dared not ask her hand also. 

There are male coquets in these days. 

At eleven o'clock, the guests, not staying at 
Armitage, departed. Mr. and Mrs. Crofton 
took leave of Miss Yallack, as they had wel- 
comed her, with patronising condescension. 
Elise, Bosana, and their Mend, Miss Haviland, 
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were scarcely polite— but Guy and Fitztracy 
Maggs escorted her to the door. 

Flora heaved a deep sigh as they drove off. 

** For which of your cavaliers is that sigh, 
Flo ? or is it one of regret at leaving such a 
gay and festive scene ?" asked Mr. Trevennon. 

" Neither, Herbert," replied Flora, earnestly. 
" It was merely a relieving gasp at feeling my- 
self free again. I have been so grandized, so 
dazzled, so overawed, that I have scarcely been 
able to breathe. Such ostentation oppresses 
me ; and so little have I enjoyed myself, that 
I very sincerely hope I never shall again be 
honoured by an invitation to Armitage Hall." 
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CHAPTER IL 



Peter Pinbar declared tliat the inventor of 
kissing deserved a seat in Heaven — ^if so, he 
ought to have desired a place might be kept 
by his side for the first projector of a pic^nic. 
It is, at any rate, a very harmless way of 
amusing ourselves, that of carrying our dinners 
ten or twenty miles away from home, and 
sitting down a la Turque on the grass or rocks 
to eat it ; and it is also very pleasant to see 
how busy young ladies can make themselves at 
such times, unpacking huge baskets, and 
bringing out strange parcels, and portly paper 
bags — giving vent all the while to the naivest 
exclamations, 'Tis worth something to see the 
expression of a pretty face under the horrible 
•S 
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suspicion of cook having omitted the cucum- 
bers or the salt — or when the terrible an- 
nouncement is perhaps made of there being no 
knives and forks ! The scream of delight, after 
some clever pair of hands has plunged into a 
great maun, and brought forth the missing 
articles, has thrilled through many a manly, 
susceptible heart. 

But even the foi^ets and blunders incident 
to such occasions only add to the fun. Then 
to see the gentlemen laying the cloth, fixing 
the flapping corners down with great stones — 
cutting bread — drawing corks — cracking plates 
consequent on pitching them over to an oppo- 
site honorary waiter, and beating off hosts of 
flies who come uninvited to dine — or accusing 
some pretty girl of having put her foot in the 
apple tart ! One thing is certain — there never 
are such fruit tarts, and veal pies, and beef- 
steak pies, as those eaten at pic-nic dinners. 

After the important preliminaries of eating 
and drinking are over, the whole party usually 
set off to explore the ruins of whatever castle 
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or abbey they hare come to visit, for it is 
generally near such spots that pic-nics are 
held Then what courage some of the ladies 
display in climbing up broken steps, and what 
frantic declarations others make of the utter 
impossibility of venturing the attempt. 

There is always some daringly, valorous 
gentleman, for whom all the girls are ready to 
quarrel, who insists on perilling his precious 
person on the summit of every lofty turret, and 
who witnesses, with intense inward satisfaction, 
the agonising, appealing looks directed towards 
him, and who, quite independently, waves 
aside all the fair hands held out to assist his 
descent. Such a temorarious hero is always 
to be met with if there are many handsome 
women of the party. 

The old gentlemen are sure to find them- 
selves seized with sudden archaiologioal fits, 
and make most astounding discoveries, and in- 
sert lengthy, straggling memorandums in 
pocket-books, fully intending to write an au- 
thentic history some day, being firmly persuaded 
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they had succeeded in penetrating into some 
hitherto undiscovered portion of the ruins — 
such as a vaulted passage, leading no where^ — 
a deep, rubbish-filled dungeon — a private 
stair-case in a wall — a deep pit, in which they 
have no hesitation in believing all the wealth 
of the castle had been thrown — a hollow space 
in the chapel, in which they feel confident 
some unhappy victim of Catholic cruelty had 
been walled up — or an oven, where it would 
seem cooks were in the habit of baking half a 
score of sheep whole, and pies made of 
haunches of venison, a dozen turkeys or so, 
besides innumerable fowls and rabbits, to say 
nothing of a flock of pigeons or wild ducks, 
the interstices filled up with woodcocks, snipes, 
larks, and such small trifles. 

Very pleasant and amusing all this is, of 
course, to every body ; but traditions have 
also been handed down to us, of these excur- 
sions being very often made under other hope* 
than those attending an alfresco dinner,, or ex- 
ploring interesting ruins. 



'* 
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People at pic-nics are very apt to become 
wonderfully romantic, and to wish that their 
companions for the day could be their com- 
panions for life ; and, under the influence of 
this desire, many most extraordinary and ex- 
travagant promises are made of loving one an- 
other till the end of their lives — or some still 
more remote period. 

Flirtations begun amongst ivy-mantled 
towers, and ten-feet-thick-walled dungeons, 
oftener end iu marriages than when carried on 
amidst all the elegant ceremonies of a ball- 
room ; and many are the happy terminations 
to a whole year of suspense, when a couple 
find themselves lounging at the foot of a castle 
battlement or an abbey window. 

There is generally a dance to finish with — for 
either a harper, or a violin player, or an am- 
bitious practiser on the. cornopean is sure to be 
found hovering about to offer his services ; and 
while the young gentlemen are tripping rather 
fantastically, and as light toed as the circum- 
stances admit of, the old ones are filling their 
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glasses out of those jxnrtly high-shouldered 
jars, in the safe conTeyance of which they had 
been considerably interested. Then comes a 
song or a glee — ^and lastly, the insisted impos- 
sibility of any one venturing to return without 
gomething to keep the night air out ; so mini- 
kin sips are taken by the young ladies, ad 
pretty large ones by the young gentlemen — a 
great deal of laughing and joking follows, the 
harper, or the violin player, or the cornopean 
practiser is desired to drink the health of all 
present, and then give them his merriest tune, 
in which aU join chorus — a general order is 
given for harnessing and saddling cf horses, 
and conveyance of empty baskets to carriages, 
the preparations are completed, and the pic- 
nickians turn their backs on the old castle ; but 
as the exhilarating effects of music, with 
brandy-and' water accompaniments, are not en- 
tirely unknown — the less we describe the home 
journeys perhaps the better. 

There were great expectations formed of Mr. 
Trevennon's pic-nic ; he had selected and por^ 
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tioned off his party with much judgment — as 
to his share of the catering, it almost precluded 
the necessity of anybody else providing; he 
was in the best possible good-humour himseli^ 
and seemed to have imperceptibly innoculated 
everybody else, so that they were good- 
humoured in the natural way ; and when at 
last they all set off, there was perhaps not one 
who could have wished any arrangement made 
in a different manner. 

All except Mr. Guy Crofton, who would 
have preferred Fitztracy Maggs's seat in his 
gig by Flora Vallack's side, instead of canter- 
ing his horse as close to her as he conveniently 
could. 

Fitztracy handled the reins very cleverly, 
and frisked about his ebony and silver-handled 
whip^ to the rather imminent danger of his 
own, or the lady's, or the horse's eyes, smiling 
his delight at his adroit charioteership, peeping 
every now and then under the pretty pink 
bonnet, and appropriating all Flora's happy 
looks to himself ; though he was now and then 
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apprehensive that her hearty laugh was 
caused more by Crofton's witty remarks than 
his own. 

" See, see," he cried, as they came rather 
unexpectedly on an encounter between two 
rustic youths, who seasoned every blow by re- 
criminations as to the manner each had sup* 
planted the other in the affections of a village 
coquette, who was running off, leaving them 
to settle the dispute without partiality on her 
side, while the horse, on which it would seem 
one of them was mounted, when he met his 
rival, stood quietly grazing near the com- 
batants. 

Guy Crofton managed to gain the confidence 
of both ; and after a fiew conciliating remarks, 
adroitly given apart to each, they made up 
their quarrel — and having probably fought to 
their heart's content, shook hands, and both 
mounting the same horse, like Ariosto's Ri- 
naldo and the Saracen, wisely rode off in quest 
of the lady. 

"What cantankerous fools men become 
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wben they happen to fall in love with the same 
woman," said Crofton, as he again joined 
Maggs and Miss Vallack, " they belabour one 
another with hard blows and harder words, 
and all this beeause she wont honestly own 
which she likes best. Now, for my part, I 
should rather admire the simple candour of 
the maid who would say at once — * My lovers 
a bonnie laddie, and you are he.' " 

" I don't think Miss Vallaok would advo- 
cate such an ex-parte confession," said Fitz, 
peeping with what he thought a very de- 
claratory glance under the pink bonnet again. 

" My dear boy, I don't think you are quite 
capable of giving any opinion yet, either legal 
or amatory," said Crofton, rather sneeringly ; 
Fitz's glance having considerably aggravated 
him. " Miss Vallack will scarcely trust to the 
judgment of one so little older than herself." 

Fitz's indignation overcame his prudence. 
Young men are as mortified at being called 
boySy and having their age (decreased, as women 



42 THE ytK.!! OF SIN. 

are at being called c^d maids, and having 
theirs wilfully ei»creased« He would willingly 
have put the whip over Ony Crof ton's back ; 
but as that was not advisable, he vented his 
rage on poor BasselaSi who had hitherto been 
p^ormiug his journey with all becoming 
steadiness ; to whom, however, such unmerited 
chastisement was so exceedingly offensive, that 
he started off, perfectly reckless whether he 
flung such an irascible driver out of the car- 
mge or ndt. He bounded on, perfectly un- 
managable — and the road being just at that 
spot very dangerous, with a not very safely 
guards precipice on one side, Flora might 
have been forgiven had she displayed her 
terror, as most women do, in loud screams. 

No such sound9, however, reached Ouy, 
who had prudently checked his own steed, lest 
he should increase Basselas's fright ; nor could 
he perceive the slightest indication of Miss 
Y)idlack having fainted, or clasped Firm's arm, 
or thrown her head on his shoulder. 
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"I have always detested women who go 
iiito hysteries upon all occasions/' thought he ; 
^^but this girl's courage or self*oommand is 
extraordinary." 

Arriyed at the foot of a rteep hill, and feel- 
ing perfectly revenged, Basselas came to a full 
stop, in order, it would seem, to shake his 
head, and neigh an apology for the fright ho 
had giv^i the lady — ^then proceeding in his 
usual well-bred pace, he allowed Mr. Crofton 
to overtake thesi* 

^' I might have felt more alarm than I be- 
trayed," Flora was saying, as he rode up, 
'^ had I attempted to jump out, or frightened 
you and Basselas still mpre by screaming, I 
should have only increased our danger." 

It may easily be supposed, that Fitz, having 
risked Flora's life, was not raised in Mr. Guy 
Crofton's estimation; and immediately they 
arrived at the end of their journey, he took her 
entirely under his own care. How could he 
tell what other dangers she might be exposed 
to with that fooL 
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Here the Trevennon party were joined by 
reinforcements firom diflFerent parts of the 
neighbourhood according to appointment, and 
all proper arrangements with respect to con- 
veying the victualling department safely up the 
steep hill having been made, greetings ex- 
changed, and hasty gossips concluded, they 
soon assembled in front of the gateway leading 
to the extensive ruins they had selected, as the 
spot for their pic-nic. 

And a noble, English stronghold it must 
once have been, for even now its proud remains 
seemed sturdily to withstand the hard touch of 
the hand of Time, and bade fare to continue 
centuries longer, if not again exposed to the 
violence which had shaken and laid low some 
of its towers and walls, and destroyed for ever 
the grandeur and magnificence once formed 
within them. 

But 'tis not with a noisy chattering party of 
pleasure seekers such a scene should be first 
visited. Those who love ruins and love to con- 
jure up all the romantic, dreamy thoughts which 
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they inspire, should go alone, or with one friend 
having a soul and imagination congenial with 
his own. It is delightful to lounge half- 
sleeping, half-waking, to doze for a moment, 
and then open the eyes on all that is left of so 
much ancient glory — to look up at the dis- 
mantled walls and down on the deserted court 
where once had trodden the warrior, the cap- 
tive, the lover, the mistress of hy-gone ages. 

Where were then the brave forms which had 
marched through that gateway ? Where the 
beauties with brig at and glistening eyes, who 
from the battlements had watched their depar- 
ture, or whose lustre was dimmed with weeping 
^for the loved one who never returned. Every 
hand which assisted in building that stately 
castle had turned to dust — the strength which 
raised the massy stones one above another had 
decayed, and was no more — the brain of the 
architect who planned the majestic pile, had 
been food for worms who had themselves long 
ago perished — not an eye that surveyed it in 
its prime was left to gaze on its desolation. 
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ftMM were the remains of the strong fortifi^ 
^MMitti the arched and private passages, the 
f^jiueA ohapel, the steep stone steps down to 
lh« oell of the captive, and np to the bower of 
UMttty* Captive and maiden have long ago 
iighed their last sigh — the air which wafted 
their voices of complaint or rejoicing, has borne 
other sounds, and never now pauses to listen if 
the echoes of song or mourning can still be 
heard within those bare and gloomy walls. 

Knights and maidens of old romances have 
passed away to give place to fluttering, modem 
belles and beaux, whose sacrilegious tread and 
loud laughing voices are enough to rouse the 
slumbering spirits, who, no doubt, haunt the 
scenes of their former fame and affection, whose 
dust is, perhaps, scattered over the ground on 
which they ere whiles so proudly stepped. 

Mr. Guy Crofton had to manoeuvre very 
skilfully, in order to appropriate Flora to him- 
self, for besides Mr. Fitztracy Maggs, she had 
smitten another gentleman, who, though old 
nough to have been her grand-father, had 
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lived very contentedly an old batctelor till that 
period^ and then he seemed suddenly seized 
with a restless impatience to get married, as if 
he had all at once, for the first time, found out 
he might be happier wedded than single. 

Guy Crofton had just managed to take Flora 
away from the old pretender and the young 
pretender, as he called her admirers, when 
instead of the pleasant tete-a-tete^ he had pro- 
mised himself with her in an old tower he 
espied at a little distance, he found they had 
only intruded on three or four ladies and gen- 
tlemen who had descended into the dungeon 
beneath, and were suggesting a great many 
possible purposes for which two large iron 
rings, at opposite sides of the walls, and a few 
feet from the ground, could have been applied. 
Mr. Crofton thought it was a pity so much 
sentimentality should be thrown away, and 
after examining them with great seeming in- 
terest, he turned to one of the ladies, and 
asked if she had never heard or read the sad 
history attached to those two rusty iron rings. 
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" Never, never," cried all the voices, " pray 
tell it us, Mr. Crofton — it will be so much 
better impressed on our uiemories if we hear it 
on the spot, and you are such an archiologian, 
antiquarian, and all that, we may safely rely on 
the correctness of your legends." 

" Well," began Mr. Crofton, trusting to his 
powers of invention as he went on, '* one of the 
long since owners of this castle, was a stem, 
cold-blooded baron, buch as I believe there 
were many to be met in those days. His only 
child ^\gatha — yes, Agatha was her name," he 
continued, after pretending to recollect, in 
order to be quite correct — ** fell in love with, 
and married, some fellow much beneath her in 
rank, in fact, her father's esquire. The surly 
old baron had provided another husband for his 
only daughter, who, as is often the case, did 
not suit the daiiiSePs taste so well as her sire's, 
indeed, the pomp of this suitor's first visit was 
enough to disgust such a simple-minded crea- 
ture as Ajjatha, who would have been quite 
contented on a genteel sufficiency and love — for, 
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like the celebrated Bluebeard, he arrived with 
a long train of armed attendants," and standards 
of gold and dragons' wings, and all sorts of odd 
and nncomfortable things.' 

*' T'was the very day after she had married 
the Squire — and, as you may suppose, the 
secret was very soon found out. 

" One day the snaky baron — pretending to be 
quite ignorant, though he knew all about it — 
enticed Squire Eoland to this dungeon, where 
he soon had him secured with a chain round 
his waist, to one of these iron rings, and to 
make his situation more horrible, he was so 
fastened as to prevent his sitting or lying 
down. 

" A few hours after, the poor Agatha was, 
also, brought here, and her savage father, after 
bitterly reproaching her for the disgrace she 
had called down on such a long, ancestral line 
of barons and baronesses, made her an offer of 
two alternatives, each sufficiently unpleasant, 
under the circumstances. She was either to 
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renounce her young husband, and swear never 
to betray the secret of her haying been married, 
and instantly become the wife of Baron Blue* 
beard, or else to suffer the same punishment as 
Boland. 

" The heroic girl, after a long speech, in which 
she eloquently pleaded the rights of women to 
choose their own husbands, declared she never 
would be separated, in weal or woe, from her 
dear Eoland, and expressed her entire content 
to share his in.prisonment and death. 

** The chain was placed by her father's own 
cruel hands round her delicate waist, and there 
she was left opposite her adored husband, but 
not near enough even to touch his fingers. 
'i he barbarous baron came himself every morn- 
ing to supply them with just sufficient food to 
sustain life, and was at first enraged beyond 
description on finding that in spite of the hor- 
rors of their situation the young squire and 
his wife seemed as much attached to each other 
as ever. At last one day he saw Eoland was 
moody and morose, and it was quite refreshing 
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to the inhuman father's heart when he heard 
him reproach the self-devoting Agatha as the 
canse of all his misery ; he even upbraided her 
for consenting to his entreaties for a private 
marriage — " she ought to have looked to the 
consequences," he grumbled. 

'^ The end of the story is so truly tragic, I 
scarcely like to relate it/' said Crofton, pausing 
a moment, and really uncertain as to what 
termination he would give to his story. He 
was, however, entreated to proceed by his pale, 
agitated auditors, and when he saw one or two 
of the girls gazing, with moist eyes and panting 
bosoms, at the terrible iron rings, he thought 
he could not make it too horrid to satisfy them. 
People like now and then to feel their hair 
stiffening as if ready to stand on end, just the 
least shade of shadowy horror creeping over 
them. It makes things so much more comfort- 
able when the fit is over, and all safe and 
smooth again. 

*^ Well," continued Crofton, who had gained 
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a little time for further invention, " in a day 
or two the cowardly, faithless Eoland besought 
the baron to release him, swearing by every 
saint that he would deny his wife and leave 
England the very instant he was free ; urging 
as a proof of obedience that every spark of love 
for Agatha was extinguised. This blow was 
the death of the poor girl ; she broke her 
heart there in the presence of these vile men, 
and gasping the name of " Eoland." she died 
on that very spot on which your feet now 
are Miss Harwood, while her mean-spirited 
husband never even turned his head aside to 
look at iPer as he hurried out of the dungeon, 
and the next day he set sail for France, and 
I have no doubt married again very soon. 
What became of the body of Agatha I cannot 
say, buried somewhere near here, very likely 
without a stone to mark the spot." 

'' Such is some men's love," Guy whispered 
to Miss Harwood, who was wiping away an 
abundance of teai's from her face. " Now of 
course that scamp Eoland had vowed all sorts 
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of VOWS to love Agatha all the days of his life ; 
but it would have served him right if she had 
married Baron Bluebeard and forgotten him." 

^^ But had she been such a jilt, we should 
Aot have felt half such interest in her history," 
suggested Miss Harwood. 

" Oh I know many women gain the character 
of being jilts because they don't like to own they 
have been jilted," said Guy, " but what says 
Miss Vallack ?" 

^^ Why, indeed I don't know that men are 
such arch decievers, for when they swear they 
will love a woman as long as they live, they in 
most instances seriously believe they shall. 
Circumstances over which they have no con- 
troul, and of which they dream not then, may 
cause them to change ; but at least let us give 
them credit for their temporary sincerity." 

Would Miss Vallack be so lenient herself 
towards such a perfidious lover?" asked Guy 
in a low voice. 

" Oh, we never allude to ourselves indivi- 
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dually, when we argue or lay down theories on 
the subject of love," said Flora laughing. 

" To give you my opinion," said Miss Har- 
Wood, who was all smiles again, " I think there 
is not half candour enough between people 
before they get engaged. Whenever I have 
an offer made to me, I shall ask the gentleman 
whether he ever was seriously in love before, or 
has any objection to my having been so — what his 
decided opinion of the word, obedience is— and 
whether he expects me to feel great attachment 
and veneration for all his family — oh, and 
twenty more queries — and answer them too on 
my part, and depend upon it there would be 
much less discontent than there is with nine 
couples out of every ten if they did likcvvise." 

" I think I should be very cautious in mar- 
rying a woman who had refused what is called 
a good offer," said one of the gentlemen. 

The gentleman having been suspected of 
receiving a polite dismissal from Miss Harwood, 
spoke rather cynically. 
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" Well, I am sure we are all extremely 
obliged to you, Mr. Crofton, for your interesting 
legend,'' said an old lady who implicitly be- 
lieyed every word Guy had repeated ; and had, 
for some minutes, been sighingly contemplating 
the traditional rings, ^^ it shows what domestic 
tragedies were acted in these ancient castles. 
I should exceedingly like to read it, if you can 
tell me where to find the account, not but you 
have done ample justice to the melancholy 
tale." 

" I cannot exactly remember where I found 
it," replied Crofton looking quite innocent of 
the cheat ; ^^ it must have been in some old 
romance where the castle and its inmates have 
been introduced. One thing I can assure you, 
I have related it with the strictest possible 
regard to truth as far as the facts took place ; 
indeed, there are a great many other romantic 
incidents I may remember* as we go on explor- 
ing; but, do look. Miss Harwood, how my re- 
mark, on the cruelty practised by the strong on 
the weak, is illustrated by this vile spider who 
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has spun his web round the ring to which my 
heroine was chained. Augh, how I hate him, 
spite of his boasted industry, for whal villain 
but can weave a web to entrap the innocent ? 
Thcs» he sits surrounded by dead bodies watch- 
ing for other victims, perhaps sighing as he 
remembers his bloody feasts, and trying to ogle 
and entice some frisking, flirting, plump young 
fly to his deadly embrace. Do let us leave this 
dismal place," and oflfering Flora his arm, Guy 
Crofton walked away amongst the surroimding 
ruins. 

" What a frivolous fellow you must think 
me, Miss Vallack,*^ he said, suddenly stopping 
to lean on one of the broken window-sills, *^ but 
now let us forget all silly things, and tell me 
of dear Trelighthen, and what you have been 
doing there since I left." 

Flora could talk about Trelighthen audits in- 
mates as long as Guy like to hear her. He 
found she was still the same artless, confiding 
creature as when he first met her ; a little more 
womanly reserve there was perhaps, but not 
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tfaie faintest shadow of aflfoctation or coquetry ; 
and yet so much earnestness, so much warmth '^ 
of sincerity in all she said, that as he looked, 
and listened to her, Guy more than ever longed 
to win the heart of one so guileless and so 
considerate for others. Flora's greatest charm, 
perhaps, was her perfiBct unconsciousness of 
beauty, her utter ignorance that all her move- 
ments were graceful. The little mean arts 
which vanity prompts were unknown to her ; 
and Guy Crofton, who had been accustomed to 
the studied words and looks and actions of his 
sisters and Miss Haviland, believed himself a 
very clever discerning fellow when he found 
out that a man had a much greater chance of 
happiness with the unaccomplished Flora, 
than he could possibly expect with the confi- 
dent Charlotte Haviland, though she did play 
and dance inimitably. 

So Crofton determined to set his father's 
wishes at defiance, and resolutely refuse to 
marry any one but Flora Vallack. 
D 6 
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A rather mad project, all probabilities taken 
into consideration, but as we said before, every 
one is insane when in love, so Guy, was not at 
all singtilar in that respect. 

For some months before he had again met 
her at Mr. Trevennon^s, he had sagely deter- 
mined to remember very little about Miss 
Vallack ; but he no sooner found himself in her 
presence, than he discovered that one's best 
resolutions are, unfortunately, the most difficult 
to keep ; and, like many a wiser nian, he per- 
sisted in walking in the path of temptation ; 
firmly persuaded tliat in the end he should ar- 
rive safely, after having successfully turned 
aside every obstacle that fell in his way. 

It is, perhaps, impossible for a woman to 
help loving one who evidently feels an aflfection 
for her, and wishes it returned. A man need 
not plainly speak the words of love, but there 
are a thousand kindnessses and silent atten- 
tions that tell the tale well enough. 

Flora felt very happy that day, strolling 
through the ruins, or sitting by Guy's side ; 
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she forgot he had any connection with those 
formal, proud people at Armitage ; she did not 
want to look to the future at all ; that bright 
present was enough for her ; and when once 
Guy called her " Flora," instead of *' Miss 
Vallack," she felt such a thrill of pleasure she 
could not persuade herself to forbid him. Tis 
a sweet sound that, first hearing yourself 
called by your christian name, by one of the 
other sex for whom you have a regard. 'Tis 
such a little endearing freedom, and makes an 
advance of many degrees in your association. 
You feel you are henceforth no longer merely 
formal friends. And what makes it more sig- 
nificant^ is its being reserved for private use, 
as if too sacred, too treasured to be spoken in- 
differently in public- 
Then came the summons from the merry 
party in a circle on the turf, where the dinner 
was spread out — the clumsy attempts at being 
graceful — the joking, and quizzing, and laugh- ^ 
ing, at some unlucky wight who upset his 
plate and his wine-glass, in an awkward essay 
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at gallantry ; the screams of alarm when Mr** 
Trevennon displayed too large pill-boxes; every 
iKKly fearing that though the doctor was abroad 
he meant to administer some bitter doses to liis 
friends ; and not being reassured till he laugh* 
ingly told them they contained salt and pepper, 
which he, luckily, at the last moment, dis^ 
covered had been forgotten amongst the pack* 
ageb. 

Then, when as much as possible was de* 
Toured, the fragments of the feast were dis- 
tributed among the group of hungry children 
who had been gazing with longing eyes at a 
little distance. Afterwards some of the young 
ladies sang songs with what some might con« 
eider rather equivocal words, such as, ** Wilt 
thou love me then as now." requesting some- 
"body to love them. "Am I not fondly thine 
own." '' Mamma wont let me marry yet," 
i^ith others of the same kind. Every body 
i^as enchanted, and as people no doubt say and 
do things at pic-nics they never would dream 
ot under other circumstances, it^ is probable 
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these songs are reserved for such occasions, 
and a modest young lady would, perhaps, 
faint, if requested to sing them at any other 
time ; at least we will suppose this to be the 
case. The sun was shining brightly, and if 
any one had had time to look up at the sky 
they would have seen lovely fleecy clouds 
floating and sailing along, pausing as it seemed 
every now and then to look down and see what 
all the gaiety and all the happiness on earth 
was about. 

Oh that such happy days must have an end 
— there was but one regret — they could not 
live there like Arcadians, or Fairies, or 
Brownies for ever; there was a wide-awake, 
bustling matter-of-fact world behind, to which 
they must think of returniug, and, who could 
tell how much of the kindness and love, and 
sympathy felt for one another amidst those 
desolate ruins, would be rubbed away and 
forgotten when they found themselves once 
more within the modern-built, painted and 
papered walls of their every day dwellings. 
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There was but one more part of the castle to 
be visited, this was the chapel, where, as the 
safest and most sacred spot, were deposited the 
remains of old arms and armour, at which one 
always looks with so much respect and vene- 
ration, when we remember those mighty deeds 
they helped to achieve in older times. Yet 
Surely looking might suffice us without laying 
our unholy hands on relics preserved with so 
much care. Alas, for us, as a curious nation, 
we seem never to be satisfied unless we totuih 
everything we see, as if the evidence of our 
eyes is not sufficient to convince us of reality. 
Imagine us going over a house whose owner 
has permitted the public to view the curiosities 
it contains, or which is in some way connected 
with remarkable events. We go up to the 
walls and feel them, we seat ourselves in old 
carved chairs, and smooth the bed on which 
some royal body once slept — if there is any 
thing worthy of notice on the floor, or if one 
drop of historic blood has boen spilt on it, 
down we go to lay our fingers upon it. A 
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pilgrim, after crawling on his knees along the 
floor of St. Peter's, would not have thought it a 
greater sin to come away without kissing the 
saint's toe, than an English man or woman 
would if they omit to touch whatever excites 
their veneration or wonder. 

A very necessary precaution is it then, 
placing those noli me tangere placards at our 
public exhibitions ; for an admirer of a pretty 
cheek could no more restrain his desire to pat 
the picture which represents it, than could a 
jolly farmer to give a hearty slap to the statue 
of a well proportioned horse, or puU a sacred 
bull by the horns. 

The guide to this part of the castle was an 
old soldier who chose the task as much on ac- 
count of the privilege it gave him to talk of 
his own adventures, as to relate the adventures 
of the knights who had lived and loved an J 
fought within or arouad its walls. 

Sergeant John might have thought that 
valour was better rewarded in those olden 
l^^j^es than it is now, since himself had known 
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many maimed defenders of his country— (who 
had helped to fight her battles, and save her 
stay-at-home sons from spoilers) — who counted 
themselves lucky in the loss of an arm or leg, 
since the little pension — the stingy price Eng- 
land values a limb at — was, perhaps, their only 
means of maintenance. The laws magisterial 
not permitting one who has passed his best 
days in obedience to laws military, the undis- 
puted liberty of begging an extra morsel of 
bread. 

When shall we get more enlightened than to 
believe that national disputes can be equitably 
settled by setting up one hundred thousand 
men of one country against one hundred thou- 
sand men of another, to all of whom an unli- 
mited right has been given to blow out as 
many headfuls of brains as they can hit ; in 
short, to commit as many murders as they are 
able, without fear of the ugly retributive 
justice that would be dealt out to the mean- 
spirited fellow at home, who has no license for 
stabbing or shooting. 
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Sergeant John having many tales to tell 
about warlike scenes he had been engaged in^ 
enticed his auditors to stay nearly an hour in 
the old chapel, and then Mr. Trevennon gave 
orders for a hasty retreat to the village, where 
the carriages were left. 

" Of course I have no right to doubt that 
old gentleman's veracity," said Mr. Crofton, 
smiling, as they descended the hill ; " but I 
cannot say I like to hear a soldier describe a 
battle too minutely. I fancy, if he had been 
minding his fighting, he could not have had so 
much time for observation. How fond he 
seemed too of pointing out the errors com- 
mitted in the unlucky attack on that old 
fortress — he made one believe he could manage 
things better." 

" Did you ever meet an old soldier yet, who, 
when reading or telling of a battle lost, was 
not perfectly conyinced he could have won it, 
had he had the command ?" asked Mr. Tre- 
vennon. *' But here we are at the gate, 
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and now which path shall we choose to the 
village?" 

Lovers never walk in public roads or dusty 
highways, when there are shady lanes, wooded 
dells, or verdant meadows within reach — so 
all the young people set off via the winding 
river and narrow glen — the old ones content- 
edly taking the turnpike road, caring as little 
for purling streams and wooded dells, as they 
did for stiles and five -barred gates. 

** Is not this delightfully elysium ?" cried a 
rosy, plump girl of sixteen, with one of those 
faces and figures which verify the truth of the 
advice, " laugh and grow fat." ** Do you not 
wish we could walk here for ever, Edward, 
although you scarcely deserve to, for you did 
not choose to see me when I beckoned you to 
come ?" 

" I could not catch a glimpse of you, my 
Babet, and I could see nobody — nothing else. 
Every one knows that when an opaque body 
comes between us and a bright one, an eclipse 
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takes place. Now there was darkness over 
my world while that great planet, Mrs. Berkley^ 
hid my sun — my Bessie — from sight." 

" Oh, Ned, don't be a fool," was the young 
lady's saucy answer, as she took his arm fami- 
liarly, and looked up archly in his face." 

Bessie had just left school, and Ned just 
kept his first term at Cambridge ; both were 
heart deep in one of those romantic attach- 
ments at which older people cry " ridiculous," 
and yet wish the case their own. Courtships 
between sixteen and twenty may not always 
be very wise ones, but they certainly are very 
ardent and sincere ones ; for, if matrimony is 
thought of at all, it is quite unconnected with 
any such sublunary notions as providing food, 
and house- rent. 

Their union, however, was approved of by 
the fathers on both sides, and promised too, 
as soon as they had arrived at years of dis- 
cretion. 

That arriving at years of discretion, how 
often one hears of it. It seems always to be 
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looked forward to, though seldom attained. 
Discerning ones should tell us what epoch it 
really might be expected, or rather how the 
approach should be ascertained, as it does not 
seem to be arrived at by all individuals at the 
same age; and immediate advantage ought 
certainly to be taken of the point of time, as 
we are bound to acknowledge the period in any 
(Mtte's life must be but very short in which he 
is capable of acting discreetly. 

Behind this giddy couple followed Bessie's 
two younger sisters, stopping now and then to 
chat, as they botanized and entomologized. 

"Fanny," said the least, **what do people 
mean by young ladies coming out? Ma says 
sister Bessie is coming out next winter." 

"Why don't you know, 'tis when girls come 
out in the world to look about for somebody to 
marry them." 

" Then, Fanny dear, sister Bessie need not 
take that trouble, for I am sure Ned Crompton 
would like to marry her." 

"Pshaw! chit, at your age — ^you know 
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nothing about these matters (Fanny was her- 
self thirteen). I know sister will not have Ned 
till she sees how many others there are who 
would wish to have had her. But see ! what 
are they all turning back for, and shaking 
their heads — we surely have not come the 
wrong way ?'' 

This, however, proved to be the case : the 
smoke from the village chimneys was evidently 
rising far to the left, yet how to reach it from 
the opposite bank of the river, none seemed to 
know. 

'^Here is a farm-house where we can get a 
guide," exclaimed Ned ; " so come along, little 
woman, 'tis no matter which way our road 
leads, so that we tread it together. I see some* 
thing like a human being a-head — ^let us be the 
first to hail him." 

Bessie's tired looks vanished, and she and 
Ned soon reached a path, where, swinging on a 
gate, was a boy, happy as the birds he was 
put there to shout away, and, ragged as his 
recent stolen scramble midst the bushes of the 
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adjoining wood could make him, yet, proud as 
a monarch upon his throne, and ten thousand 
times freer jfrom care. 

The inquiry as to the nearest route to the 
village being answered by the intelligent 
direction of " keeping close to Farmer Coram's 
hay-ricks, crossing Peggy Smith's barton, going 
over a stile to the left, and just leaping the 
stream to the right" — Jack's own most ap- 
proved near-cut probably — Ned requested him 
to show them the more easily traced path to 
the farm, where clearer instructions could be 
obtained. 

This Jack soon accomplished, and having 
accosted the mistress, who seemed to be busily 
engaged feeding her husband's horse, like 
another Andromache, she graciously permitted 
a btraggling idler, with as much hay as hair 
on his head, to accompany them to the village. 

And here it was that Guy Crofton eflfected, 
what he considered a great stroke of policy, 
being no less than inducing Fitztracy Maggs to 
give up his seat in the gig, in consideration of 
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his having expressed a desire to mount 
and ride his noble, high-bred, iron-grey 
"Sultan." 

" A favour," Guy whispered, " he would not 
have granted to any body else present." 

Fitz was proud of his horsemanship, and 
cantered off on the tall grey Sultan — as proud 
as Alexander on Bucephalus — and every body 
said he looked admirable. Jut many a man 
looks well, and attracts attention, on horseback 
who would not be noticed on foot. Query — 
Does not, then, the horse give grace and dignity 
to the man ? 

"You will be very careful, Crofton, and 
drive steadily," said Mr. Trevennon, as he 
tucked the wrapper round Flora's feet ; " mind 
what you are about, and don't get meeting with 
any accident," all of which instructions Crofton 
promised implicit attention to, and then, like 
Phaeton, he forgot every wise instruction as 
soon as he had the reins in his hand. 

If liberty to choose his own road, and his 
own pace, constitute any felicity in the breast 
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of a horse, thenwasEasselas very happy. He took 
the nearest way home, for his own convenience, 
but, having enjoyed a hearty supper before 
starting, he did not feel inclined to hurry going 
up hills, nor did he think he was justified in 
running any risks by galloping down them. He 
studied botany, very leisurely, a full mile on 
one side of the road ; and then, tossing up his 
head disdainfully at such a paltry pastime, he 
walked over to the other, and applied himself 
diligently to geology. He took advantage of 
every bit of rising ground to admire the land- 
scape in the dim shades of twilight ; and, when 
he arrived at the scene of his morning's delin- 
quency, he pricked up his ears and shook the 
reins about his neck, to show he perfectly recol- 
lected his transgression ; but, though he heard 
voices in the carriage behind, they were evi- 
dently not addressed to him, so he showed him- 
self worthy of the trust and confidence reposed 
in him, by going past that dangerous spot in the 
sedatest manner; and, if onemight judge from the 
proud, self-complacent air, with wnich he drew 
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up and stopped — mostly of his own accord — at 
Mr. Trevennon's door, we may presume he con- 
sidered himself entitled to all the praises be- 
stowed on him ; though he must have known, 
very well, the rogue, they were the last of the 
party to arrive, 

Ko one seemed inclined to separate till all 
Hie pleasures of the day had been talked over ; 
every one declared it had been the happiest in 
their life ; every thing had been arranged just 
as it ought-*-there could not have been lovelier 
weather, or a more romantic spot — and every 
one would like to go again, with exactly the 
same party, as soon as possible. 

But what was the happiness of all those 
chattering, laughing people, compared to that 
Guy felt ? He would not have exchanged his 
silent delight for all their noisy enthusiasm. 
He knew that night he was beloved by the only 
woman whose love he valued; and, as he looked 
round the room and compared her with others, 
voii^ n. E 
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he felt he would not barter his present and his 
future lot for a dukedom. 

So have we all thought and felt once in our 
lives, forgetting that true happiness on earth is 
the forbidden fruit placed before our eyes not 
to be enjoyed. The punishment of our eagerly 
and wilfully snatching what is pleasant to the 
sight, is the misery of looking back on that 
momentary gratification, and feeling every 
future hour embittered by the recollection ; for 
scarcely is it tasted ere we are deprived of it, 
and made sensible of our presumption in de- 
siring in this world what we are only promised 
in the next. 

" Once or twice, when Flora raised her large 
dark eyes to his face, with a glance full of trust 
and confidence, Crofton thought he could meet 
every obstacle that opposed his union with her, 
as if they were mere mole-hills to be easily 
overset. His father might disinherit him, but 
he could work to maintain her. True, he had 
no trade, no profession, to begin with, but what 
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of tliat ? he had strength and energy enough 
to accomplish any thing. He felt as David did, 
when he went out to meet Goliah— or like 
Hannibal when he set off to cross the Alps — or 
St. George when be encountered the dragon — 
he could have brought the mountain to Mahomet 
on his back, with ease ; as to knocking down a 
few pyramids, and obelisks, or so, that could be 
done with the mere efficacy he had in his little 
finger. 
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CHAPTEE III. 



In a largg) scantily furnished room, on a bed, 
ooyered with the faded remains of, originally, 
splendid hangings, lay an old man, evidently 
struggling, with all his feeble might, to subdue 
or drive off the enemy which never yet has 
been conquered. 

Death had, seemingly, had a liard battle with 
him, and had probably been more than once 
partly defeated ; allowing the gasping wretch 
to buoy himself up with hopes he did not mean 
to realise — going away, as if tired of the con- 
test, and willing to let the old life and money 
lover have it his own way. 

This time, though, even the wrinkled nurse, 
who cowered over the little bit of fire in the 
sick-room, knew how it would end. And yet, 
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whenever she turned her head to the bed, she 
met the gaze of a bright, restless pair of eyes, 
or heard the champ of a set of firmer teeth than 
she had possessed for many and many a year. 
The long, bony fingers, too, grasped the bed- 
clothes firmly, and when the old man spoke, his 
voice was loud and commanding, though awfully 
croaking. 

" You are sure you put in the letter that 
day," he asked, snappishly, raisinghis head as 
high as he could to stare at the woman. 

^^ There was no occasion for me to want to 
keep it, as I wrote it myself," was the reply in 
a not very invalid soothing tone. 

'^ And ye said in the postscript what I told 
ye about our not having a stamp in the house, 
and that was why she had to pay two- 
pence for it," said the money-loving wretch, 
chuckling at his clever trick. " Now, put that 
poker out of your hand, will ye ; 1^11 have no 
more coals bought, mind that What you want 
of a fire at all in summer time I can't tell, the 
room is warm enough." 
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" Then let me bum one down stairs to boil 
the kettle and the broth with — and you may- 
be as cool as you like up here." 

^^A fire down stairs, and I not there to 
cheek the destruction and waste/' cried the old 
man, his yellow cheeks reddening with rage 
at the bold suggestion — " no, I can watch you 
up here — ^no roasting and cooking by the sly to 
ruin me." 

" What on airth are ye grumbling about so 
this morning," cried the nurse, angrily ; " Vye 
told ye before, there's just coals, and tea, and 
groats enough in the house to last as long as 
you will — and them you leave behind will be 
sure to launch out at the funeral — when I shall 
make up for this living on slops." 

Comforting herself with this anticipation, 
the old woman stirred away vigorftUsly at 
something in a saucepan on the fire. 

"Four thousand nine hundred and sixty 
pounds," whispered the dying man to himself, 
as he hid his head under the bed covering — " I 
must live till next pay-day, and then I can 
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just make it up fiye thousand. I want people 
to say I died worth that — and saved most of 
it out of my half-pay. There must be twenty 
times the number of fools in the world than 
wise ones," he muttered — "for where one 
person takes a pleasure in saying money, 
twenty take greater pleasure in spending it. 
I once heard a young prodigal say^ the greatest 
enjoyment in life was drawing money from a 
bank. No, no, the spendthrift — 'tis putting it 
in — 'tis putting it in. If I could once get out, 
and go up to the bank with more, I should be 
set up for some months again — it always 
strengthens me. If it was quite clear fire 
thousand, I could make up my mind whether 
to leave it in cash, or buy a splendid house, or 
an estate. I ought to have been satisfied 
to stop at four thousand, and enjoyed every 
body's astonishment, when they found how 
rich I was." 

Strange that as years progress, men become 
more covetous and ambitious, when it would 
seem they have but little time left to enjoy 
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this world's honours. Looking forward to « 
life of ease and inaction is often the highest 
and most eager desire of one not bom in inde* 
pendent circumstances. This feeling reigns to 
a greater extent in the breast of an EngUah- 
man than in any other nation. For this aim 
he toils through youth and manhood to amass 
a certain sum, which, when obtained, seems 
too little to satisfy all his wishes — ^for this he 
risks his life in foreign climes, denies himself 
the comforts, and many of the necessaries of 
life, to procure luxuries, when be may no 
longer be able to enjoy them — he rises early, 
and retires late, that he may have it in his 
power to lie in bed as long as he likes, at a 
time of life when, very probably, he will be 
derived of health and sleep, and lie tossing 
and watching for the dawn of day. 

*'D'ye think there's any faith in doctors 
doing people good, Sally," asked Mr. Carlyon, 
lifting up his head again from the bed-dothes ; 
" they say they cure people sometimes." 

" They can cure the young and middle-aged 
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perhaps ; but none of their staff cures old age. 
You oan try though. Shall I send over to the 
public-house and tell a man and horse to ride 
into town and bring out the best doctor?" 
asked the woman, deridingly. 

" What, and ruin me, you extravagant bag- 
gage ! to pay the fees, the messenger, and the 
turnpike, too. No, you shall go in yourself 
now, this afternoon, to the druggist, and tell 
him how I feel — 'tis a sudden weakness, say — 
a sort of cramping — and tell him I want some*- 
tiiing to set me up for a few weeks." 

In another hour the old man was alone, 
locked in, in that great dismal house, enjoying 
the satisfaction of talking aloud to himself 
about his accumulating riches. 

Towards evening, the nurse returned with 
the draught which was to invigorate him ; and 
while she took off her bonnet and shawl, she 
set down the ricketty phial bottle— one of their 
own supplying — on the window seat. The 
expiring miser eyed it eagerly, and called to 
E 5 
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her to fetch a tea-cup, and gire it to him at 
once. 

Mrs. Smith was never very gentle in her 
movements^ and angry at his impatience, she 
bounded heavily across the room, when her 
rapid, jerking motion shook and overset the 
tall, slight bottle, which broke in its fall, over- 
setting the contents on the wooden ledge, and 
trickling over to the floor. 

With a shriek and leap, which, a few 
minutes before seemed beyond his strength, 
Mr. Carlyon sprang from the bed, and crawling 
to the window seat, lapped up the streaming 
mixture, almost choking himself between each 
breath in venting his rage on Mrs. Smith, who, 
he declared, was driving him to the workhouse 
by such disgraceful extravagance as breaking 
a bottle, and spilling the medicine too. 

It was a more difficult matter to get him 
into bed again — the exertion and excitement 
proving great helps to Death's doings ; and the 
exhausted man still lay gasping and panting,. 
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ifhexL a loud| double knock at the street door 
startled them both. 

There were no other inmates in the honse — 
80 Mrs. Smith was obliged to lay him back 
gently, and hurry to see who the unusual sum- 
mons could be from. 

In a few moments, Mrs. Vallack, followed by 
her husband, came gently into the room, the 
former saying, in her sweet, kind voice — 

" My dear father, why would you not let us 
know where you were before — or why did you 
not send for me in your illness ?" 

" She told you about your not being able to 
sleep here?" was the father's feebly spoken 
greeting to his only child ; " A^ needn't have 
come at all ; but there is a good inn over the 
road — there's no other bed-room ready here." 

^^ Oh, we will manage all that, very well — 
don't trouble yourself about us — only tell me 
what I can do, or what I can get for you. Who 
is your medical man ?" 

Then came the fearful burst of anger at 
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the relation of the xec^it mishap— all, how- 
ever, soothed away by his considerate daughter. 

**/ shall send for Dr. Thomas," she con- 
^nued, well aware of her father^s paa^imony ; 
'^ as it will be for my satisfaction his seeing 
you — of course, it must be at any charge, too 
^— you- will agree to this, father, will you not ?" 
coaxingly. 

The miser smiled, and seemed impatient now 
for the promised advice and attendance. 

A little stimulating medicine, with his 
daughter's presence, and good nursing, roused 
the invalid for a day or two ; but the swret 
had been whispered in his ear, that it was no 
use procrastinating, he must go, and that ere 
long. 

A few evenings after their arrival, Mr. and 
Mrs. Vallaok sat by the bed-side, vainly trying 
to impart some ray of light to the darkened 
mind of the dying man. Fruitless seemed the 
task, Mr. Carlyon had long professed a disbe- 
lief in any foture world ; he argued his ignor- 
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ance of a previaaB state before his present 
life, and oonseipiently the impossibility of any 
ooQScioasness after he left it 

ThoQgh his early yeaxs had been spent 
attidst the wonders of the de^, he never eould 
beiieve any other hand than ohanoe had pro- 
duoed theuL And jet he had dared to make 
preparations for a thousand morrows^ he imd 
looked forward to the comforts of social winters 
and laid down his plan for enjoyment — ^he had 
believed summers would oome with unfailing 
regularity to cheer him; he had tasted the 
fruits of autumn with the firm expectation that 
tbe trees from which he gathered them would^ 
in the spring, be covered with promise of a 
fresh supply. Still, he could persuade himself 
that chcmce only brought round the seasons with 
such unerring regularity. Night after night 
he had looked up at the stars glittering in the 
heavens, without any fear that the powerftd 
machinery by which he argued they were 
guided, might at that moment fail and cease to 
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uphold them* He had looked on lovely women 
gifted with personal and mental charms and 
never dreamed that a bright and holy soul 
nhabited those forms of living clay, and when 
he saw them sink into the grave, he never 
listened to the hope that a purer spirit would 
spring forth to inhabit a more glorious world. 

Little wonder is it, then, that such a man 
had brought no comfoit to his own fire side, or 
that he hesitated not at committing an; of 
those domestic crimes for which the laws of 
his country did not punish liim, feeling no 
fear of future retribution. Nor that when his 
daughter married, and his wife died, he should 
make for himself a god of this world and wor- 
ship it with blind and encreasing idolatry. 

Mrs. Vallack started when her father an- 
nouned to her that at his death she would be 
the possessor of near five thousand pounds, and 
deeply mortified was he when he saw how 
little satisfaction she appeared to feel. Had 
any one left him that sum, even now at the 
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last moment when he could but say **'ti8 
mine/' and relinquish it! how different he 
would have felt. 

" Have you no one else my dear father to 
whom you might wish to leave a legacy ?" 
asked Mrs. Yallack in a calm voice, ^^ the old 
woman, for instance, who seems to have at- 
tended you careftilly." 

"No, no, Mary; not a farthing; promise me 
not a farthing shall be deducted from it. She 
has been paid enough, and she doesn't know I 
have a pound by me," he added with an eager 
whisper. 

" Well now let us leave this subject,'' sug- 
gested Mrs. Yallack, hoping even at that 
eleventh hour to rouse some religious feeling in 
his breast. 

'^ Yes, there is another subject," he said, 
'* and the other one which I sent for you to 
talk about. Though you were young when 
your mother died you remember, I dare say, we 
often quarrelled. Now I will tell you one 
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reason. Long after you were born I was spend- 
ing a few days with an old ship-mate of mine 
near a secluded village, where I one day saw 
a^d feU in love with a very beautiful girl, to 
whom I did not own myself a married man till 
there was abundant cause for her urging my 
marrying her^ Had she upbraided me I should 
have cared no more about her, but she over- 
looked my treachery, and though your mother 
found out where my frequent visits were paid, 
I still kept up the acquaintance, till, in fact, 
a child was bom, which I promised to support ; 
and so I did till its mother died, and by that 
time I had begun to know the true value of 
m<mey. I could not waste any more. I never 
have inquired what became of the girl, but 
Eliza Flemming, its mother, was buried in her 
native parish at Tattlefield, and 'tis by her side 
I want to lieJ^ 

Mrs. Vallack could scarcely control the re- 
proach which rc^e to her lips. Must her 
mtother re&^ alone in her ti^mb, while her hus- 
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band's dust would mingle with tiiat of one 
who had caused so much estrangement and 
unhappiness I 

^^ Perhaps you may find the child is alive 
Mary, and could do something for the poor 
little thing/' he urged, as if some inducement 
for Mrs. Yallack to undertake her repulsive 
task. 

*^ The child — my dear father you must forget ; 
she must be a woman if living, only a few 
years younger than I am." 

Mr. Oarlyon closed his eyes as if to travel 
back in memory over the last forty years. 

Forty years ago that wrinkled, grey -haired, 
emaciated old man had been a gay, handsome, 
and brave naval officer. When he returned 
after each voyage, newspapers and messmates 
told tales of his daring deeds ; and though a 
husband and father, many lovely women ad- 
mired and felt flattered at the attention of the 
gallant Lieutenant Carlyon. Fifty years ago 
he was a young, dashing, care-for-nothing 
fellow, making love to every pretty girl, dancing, 
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singing, drinking all day or all nighty just as it 
might happen ; leaping oyerboard to save a 
sailor's life, boarding an enemy's vessel, or 
hurrahing when a prize came into port Seventy 
years ago he was a little delicate, puny orphan 
boy, being reared by a maiden aunt with the 
greatest pains and trouble. Though he looked 
as if every rough wind woiild destroy him, he 
had struggled through illnesses many a stronger 
child sank under, but strange to say, instead of 
gratitude to this Samaritan relative, he had laid 
all the blame of his guilt, or suffering, or 
trouble on her head. " Had she let him die in 
youth," he use to say, " which seemed to be 
ordained, he should have been spared all his 
wicked deeds, and a great many unhappy days 
he had spent." He forgot to place to her 
credit all the happy ones he had enjoyed. 

What a shattered wreck remains ! Might it 
not be thus the yoimg sometimes smile at, and 
disbelieve the tales the old tell of their prowess 
in war and love, of those they have loved, and 
have loved them I 
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Children never believe the aged were other 
than as they then see them. 

Another week saw Mr. Carlyon screwed np 
tight in two coffins, so as to bear his last 
earthly jonmey safe, and then all arrangements 
having been made for the corpse following 
them, Mr. and Mrs. Vallack set off for Tattle- 
field, having first called in their way for Flora, 
whose considerate attention and affectionate 
solicitnde they felt necessary at such a time. 

The summons for this unexpected journey 
came the morning after the pic-nic, when every 
other thought than death perhaps, filled the 
young girPs heart. Not a moment, however, 
. did she hesitate, and when the hasty prepara- 
tions were made, she stepped into the railway 
carriage almost forgetful of all her own hopes i 
and fears, while listening to the few brief ex* 
planations for their present melancholy journey. 
Butnothing is more exhilarating than travelling, 
especially if going to a place never before 
visited ; every object diverts the attention, 
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while the future is seen through the charming 
mist of novelty. 

By the time they arrived where a post- 
chaise was to be hired for taking them on to 
the village a few miles distant, Flora had con* 
trived to chase away all the clouds from Mr. 
Yallack's face. 

It must ever be a moumfd errand that of 
taking the corpse of a near relative to be buried 
at a distance — ^to feel that the dead and living 
are going on together at the same rapid pace — 
the one insensible to time and distance, the 
others hurrying away as if a moment's delay 
were perilous to their business or pleasure. To 
watch the disgust of those who are aware of 
the ^^ dead passenger/' and the disregard and 
disrespect of those whose only observance of 
convenience, is towards the living ones. 

All this Mrs. Vallack could not help feeling— 
forthough her father had estranged himself from 
her for years, had spumed both her offers of 
intercourse, and earnest entreaties that he 
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would forego his dangerous scepticism, and 
seek forgiyeness and consolation in the God 
she found ever ready and able to support her, 
and knew would do so in her hour of death ; 
though she was now reluctantly complying with 
suoh a last request, yet she felt he was her 
parent, and wished this gloomy journey was 
ovm*, and she once more, in quiet, peaceful 
Trelighthen. 



94 THB NEXT OT KIK. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Me, Vallack neither felt nor feigned very 
much grief at the death of his wife's father, he 
only expressed considerable annoyance at the 
old gentleman's whim of being carried fifty 
miles after he was dead, instead of allowing 
himself to be covered up respectably in the 
churchyard near where he died; and hoped 
such a taste for travelling funerals might not 
run in the family, giving Mrs. Vallack to un- 
derstand, he expected her to be perfectly satis- 
fied with the perspective expectation of being 
laid decently in whatever grave happened to 
be most convenient whenever she died. 

It was to prevent his giving way to too 
many of the grating, waspish inclinations he 
acknowledged to feeling, that Mrs. Vallack had 
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requested Flora's company, she being of all 
others best able to pacify his immoderate 
grumbling. 

So she amused him with accounts of her 
gaieties at Shuffleborough, told him all the 
news she could think of — in short, was very 
communicative on every subject but one — ^the 
attachment between Guy Crofton and herself — 
that must be reserved for a quieter more com- 
posed opportunity than the present 

Presently she became silent, looking out 
of the window of the fly, and so eager 
was she in her observation of whatever 
had excited her attention, that she half rose, 
and leaned so far out as to induce Mr. Yallack 
to put his arm round her to prevent her 
falling. 

A turn of the road had brought them within 
sight of a scattered village, at a little distance, 
every field, and gate, and hedge-row near 
which seemed to increase Flora's agitation. At 
last she sank back on her seat, grasping Mrs. 
Yallack's arm, while her hand shook, and her 
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Open mouth shewed some powerful mental or 
bodily pain had seized her. 

^^ Let me get out one moment/' she said, in 
a tremulous voice, ^^ I shall know then whether 
I am dreaming, or it is real. Why did you 
bring me here without telling me.'' 

" Flora, child, what do you mean ?" asked 
Mr. Yallack, almost as much alarmed as she 
was, " we never were here before." 

**Not you, but I have," she cried, more 
vehemently than before, as every object became 
familiar, " this is Uie village, there — ^there is 
Jane's cottage, and the green, oh! I know it 
all too welL What am I to hear or discover," 
she added, covering her face with her hands. 
" Promise you will not leave me here. How 
I have longed to know something about myself 
and my parents, and yet now the time is come 
I shrink." 

*^ Perhaps it is only your imagination now, 
dearest," said Mrs. Yallack soothingly, ^^but 
if Providence has thus singularly led us to the 
j^ace of yosDT birth, let us feel sore we shall 



THE NEXT OF KIN. «! 

bear nothing to alarm or grieve you. But now 
draw down your veil, or the people at the inn 
will think we are running away with a young 
lady out of a lunatic asylum. Try and be 
composed." 

It was all very well for Mrs. Vallaok to talk 
of composure ; but Flora could scarcely stand 
as she tottered into the well-known passage of . 
the Eose and Crown. How well did she 
remember every door ; even the bright tins, as 
she glanced one moment in at the old familiar 
kitchen, seemed never to have been moved since 
she saw them last, when as a little, half-clad 
girl, she had, perhaps, stood there waiting 
while the landlord drew Jane's half-pint of 
beer. 

Mrs. Vallack having requested to be shewn 
a private room, a stout, red faced young woman 
led the way up-stairs. One look and the sound 
of her voice was enough for Flora to recognise 
her as one of her old playmates, who in virtue 
of her superior station as heiress of the Eose 

VOL. n. p 
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and Crown, rather condescendingly patronised 
the little Flo James, whom nobody knew any- 
thing about. 

There she stopped, now curtseying to the once 
despised nurseling of Jane Hurnaman, believ- 
ing the young lady's agitation was caused by 
their melancholy errand-^the mourniug dresses 
• of the travellers having connected them at once 
in Mary's mind with the funeral of the follow- 
ing day. 

If there was a feeling of pride, of conscious 
superiority, a shrinking jfrom all old associa- 
tions in Flora's breast, she may surely be for- 
given. She had so long been accustomed to 
move in such a different sphere, that the mere 
idea of being accosted as the relative of 
any of those rustic people dispirited her. And 
what if all her childish fancies about hearing 
of her mother's death were unreal, and one of 
these village wives — perhaps Jane herself 
should come and claim her ! And all this, at 
the very time, too, when she felt conscious the 
haughty Croftons would look even on a 
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daughter of Mr, Vallack as a misalliance for 
their son. 

Mr. Vallack, having seen the two ladies com- 
fortably provided for with a sitting-room up 
stairs, hurried off at once to the Eectory ; not 
only to complete the arrangements for Mr, 
Carylon's interment, but also to glean all the 
information he could about Flora, without be- 
traying her being so near. The name of Wil- 
liams — though too common to have led to any 
supposition of his being "theEector" of Flora's 
old tales, yet now, one so called living on the 
same spot — made him hope to find it was indeed 
the kind protector of the little friendless 

girl. 

It was early on a beautiful June evening 
when they arrived — and even the time of year 
seemed to connect that last memorable day she 
had spent in the village, with the one on which 
she was so strangely, so unexpectedly returned 
to it. She looked across the green, almost be- 
lieving she should see the caravan, and the 
F 2 
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Baroness, and the crowd, where she had so 
singularly lost Miss Lucy ; but there was only 
a group of labourers chatting round the great 
tree, and a few little, noisy creatures playing — 
as they ever appear to be on bright summer 
evenings. 

Suddenly they ceased, and putting their 
hands behind their backs, made awkward 
curtseys or bows, as a female came near and 
ceremoniously saluted them. Flora foigot all 
her intended caution as she leant out of the 
window to watch the strange figure which 
approached at an ambling, unsteady pace, 
glancing every moment over each shoulder to 
see how much admiration she excited. She 
carried a tolerably sized dog in her arms, to 
which she seemed addressingoccasional remarks, 
pointing out to it any thing that attracted her 
own attention. 

Visitors in the best sitting-room window of 
the " Kose and Crown," were, probably, not 
very frequent, for she paused with some 
astonishment as she glanced up ; then, waving 
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her hand and saliitiiig them majestically, seemed 
hesitating whether she ought not to honour 
them with a visit. 

Flora held her breath, jnst murmuring ^^Miss 
Luoy," in an undeor tone; but an eldetly woman, 
in 'dose attetadaoce, put her arm in hers and 
drew the poor demented creature away. There 
was not the slightest change, apparently, in 
her — not looking one day older — the same 
round, unmeaning face, and stout, upright 
figure. Time leaves btit faint marks on those 
whose minds are torpid or apathetic. 

The village street, as it was called, soon be- 
<»me deserted ; and lights began to shine in 
some of the cottage windows. 

Flora guessed at many of the little domestic 
dramas performing in those comfortable, but 
homely, dwellings ; and, for a few moments, 
the last twelve years were blotted from her 
life. She could only have fallen asleep, and 
must prepare to return and take her part in the 
scenes she was so familiar with. 

But where was Mr. Vallack ? He had been 
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gone some hours ; and now, again, his delay 
caused her alarm. Who might he not bring 
back with him ? 

Mr. Yallack returned alone, however, beckon- 
ing his wife from the room to show her, as he 
said, the wretched bed-chambers thej must put 
up with. 

When they reappeared, Mrs. Vallack had 
been weeping ; and, going up to Flora, em- 
braced her with more than her usual warmth. 

Did this portend a separatio:i ? Suspense 
was unbearable, and Flora entreated to know 
the worst, 

A discovery had been made — though cer- 
tainly, one they had least anticipated. Flora's 
mother proved to have been the child of Lieu- 
tenant Carlyon, by Eliza Flemming. Mr. Wil- 
liams perfectly recollected the tale of the seduc- 
tion of the latter, just after he came to Tattle- 
field ; and, it was in listening to the old man's 
singular story of her daughter having after- 
wards returned to the village to die suddenly, 
and the mystery about her life while absent. 
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with the still stranger disappearance of the 
child — under the name of Flora James — that a 
gleam of light shone in on Mr. Yallack's 
mind. 

Other questions and investigations followed. 
Mr. Williams related all his memory retained 
-T-touched very lightly on his belief of Grace's 
marriage^ but was quite clear as to her assertions 
of having given papers in charge of some one. 

Little Flora's disappearance was always at- 
tributed to some gipsies who had been in the 
neighbourhood at the time she was lost ; and 
never had any gang come to the village, for 
some years afterwards, but they underwent a 
strict examination, and were offered handsome 
rewards to restore her. Their repeated as- 
surances of ignorance about the child, only con- 
firming Mr. Williams more in his belief of the 
unflinching obstinacy and secret coalition of 
those vagrant tribes'. Other events had hap- 
pened, and the pretty, unclaimed child of Grace 
Flemming was forgotten. 
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Thus, little was discoyered of Flora's paternal 
relationship. This much, however, was ascer- 
tained beyond all xioubt, she was connected by 
blood with her dear protectress, Mrs. Vallack*^ 
.another link wi^ to bind them nearer to each 
other than before. It mattered little in that 
good woman'B estimation that Flora's mother 
was the illegitimate of&pring of her unprin- 
cipled father ; the disclosure pnly gave her a 
greater claim to the afiGdctionate child of her 
adoption, who seemed to have been placed in 
her way by the hand of Providence, that they 
might be mutual comfort? and blessings to each 
other. 

The funeral took ;Jaee next day ; and, as 
Fk)ra crouched down by the side of Mrs. Val- 
lack, in the old green-baized pew, she tried to 
pray for resignation under any trials in store 
for her. Now, that all chance of knowing who 
was her father was at an end, she felt disap- 
pointed ; there must still remain the anxioup 
hope and fear ; for the village having failed to 



THE NEXT OF KIN, 105 

afford any due, it was useless to search for one 
elsewhere, without a ray of light to act as 
guide. 

Neither she nor her friends attributed any 
other motive to Herr Gesarotti than the ex- 
pectation of making money by her exhibition; 
it was useless, then, to prosecute a search for 
him. He could know no more than they. And 
again Mr. Yallack tried to conyince Flora it 
was best to let all rest. as it was. 

How kindly the aged Mr. Williams glanced 
at her ; and how his eyident perplexity as to 
whether that elegant young lady had ever been 
the little frolicsome playmate of his poor, fool- 
ish sister, added to the poor man's abstraction ; 
and how reassured he was when he caught a 
glance from those large black eyes, which he 
had used to admire, and compare with her 
brown ringlets, and wonder at the unusual com- 
bination for which both she and her mother had 
been remarkable. 

Perhaps it was a pity Flora had so little 
F 5 
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romance in her nature ; she might have 
thought a great many wonderful things which 
now never entered her head. If she had been 
the heroine she ought, »he would, no doubt^ 
have gone up to the little form she had sat on 
in front of the altar, and after apostrophising 
it, have sunk down before it in a swoon, caused 
by retrospective feelings and reflections. She 
should have been unable to support the sound 
of Mr. Williams's voice, reminding her, as it 
did, of her childhood, and have fixed her eyes 
on the chief, and most noble-looking monument 
in the Church — feeling, at the same time, 
an irresistible conviction she was in some way 
descended from the high patrician dust col- 
lected beneath • 

Flora did none of this ; she felt very much 
bewildered and subdued^ and perhaps was rather 
too thankful nothing had transpired to lead 
to her future residence in the village. 

• The meeting with Mr. Williams had been 
purposely put off till all were assembled at the 
Eectory after the funeral, and while Mrs. 
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Vallack and Flora went out, leaning on Mr. 
Vallack's arm, to look at the partly- closed 
grave, the hustling old gentleman took off hii 
surplice, and hurried over the fields to reach 
home before his visitors arrived. 

Flora thought she could find her way there 
blindfold, and when they . turned into the 
garden leading to the house, she coidd hardly 
persuade herself that those were not the 
very same peonies and double-stocks she had 
forbidden Miss Lucy to pick on the ii^oming of 
the Club Day. 

Poor Miss Lucy herself had totally forgotten 
her, and every little help to recal her to 
memory failed. Sometimes, when Flora was 
very suggestive, she thought she must allude 
to her darling lamb, which grew large and 
was taken from her, but cast aside that belief 
in fiivour of her being the white dove she had 
lately lost. The baby Flora and the little 
fearless girl were no more to her now than the 
dozens of pet companions she had nursed and 
played with since. 
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The disappointment about Miss Lucy was 
amply compensated for by Mr. Williams's 
endearing reminiscences^ and long after the 
cloth was removed^ he and Flora continued to 
recal little events of her early childhood* She 
made him repeat all over again about her 
mother's arrival with her when a baby, her 
death, and, above all, every word she had said 
about her having left the certificate of her 
marriage Tfith some one; and then, before 
they separated, she made him promise to 
write to her if the slightest circumstance 
connected with her ever came to his know- 
ledge. 

Mr, Williams had given up to her, as the 
undoubted child of Grace Flemming, the few 
articles of value left by her in his charge — her 
watch, a little chain, and a wedding ring. 

Who will doubt the latter being most 
prized ? 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



Back to the noisy, busy, bustling town again. 
Back to that noisiest, busiest, most bustling of 
ail little towns, Shuffleborough, where there 
is more dust in summer, and more mud in 
winter, thaa honestly ought to have fallen to 
its share, had these annoyances been faithfully 
apportioned, as surely they ought. 

Along through the streets, elbowing men 
and women, treading on so:ne children's toes, 
upsetting others, and wondering how more of 
them were not trampled to death, when you 
saw the power of animal magnetism which 
influenced them to run in under horses' feet. 

Passing the butchers' shops, where whole 
hosts of burly, aldermanic flies were feeding off 
fat beef and mutton — or the pastry-cook's, 
where more epicurean rogues surfeited them- 
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selves on delicate sweets, regardless of the fate 
of many a dead glutton lying on his back on 
the marble slab — telling the truth of his life 
and death, which is more than many a 
marble slab is made io do of those who are 
laid beneath it. 

Watching groups of fashionably-dressed 
females, coming forth from the draper's, cast- 
ing longing glances at more finery heaped up 
in the windows, and looking as if the happi- 
ness of the next month depended on their 
purchases. 

As it was, is, and ever will be, all vain, 
silly-minded women are fond of shopping. 

Pushing your way through a mob surround- 
ing a policeman and two delinquents — ^the 
greatest offender betraying himself by the 
eagerness with which he seeks to justify 
himself, before any one has time to accuse 
him. 

Believing more than ever in the blindness 
of Justice, when you see the starving hief 
of a penny loaf thrust into a prison, and pass. 
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directly after, a man who you know has 
seduced his friend's wife, and wounded her 
husband in a duel — at liberty, elegantly 
dressed, and recognised by half the fashionists 
he meets. 

Passing lady charioteers in their little car- 
riages, driving their footmen, who loll behind 
quite satisfied with the honour their mistresses 
confer on them. A whim this, which is too 
much indulged, at the risk of the female 
Jehus breaking their necks. Query — Might 
not their husbands be suspected of sinister 
motives in indulging this hazardous taste ?) 

Persuading yourself that everybody jou 
meet is in such a hurry, they fully intend 
doing everything before the rest of the world, 
and only undeceiving yourself when you re- 
member to have heard there was not another 
such town in England as Shuffleborough, so 
celebrated for procrastination. They talked 
most vivaciously of what they would do, but 
there they stopped — they were always repair- 
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ing effects, instead of destroying causes — and 
did not know the differonoe between saying a 
thing ouffht to be done, and it must be done. 
Like the road to a certain locality, rather 
too warm to think of on a sultry day, 
Shuffleborough might have had the credit of 
being payed with good intentions ; and, as in 
that same high way, so those temporised stum- 
bling blocks increased every day. 

Turning out of the noisy, dusty, public 
streets into a more priyate one, where the din 
and bustle only came on the ear in a distant 
murmur, the trayellers stopped at a house 
where a pretty little lady had for some time 
been watching their arriyal, popping her head 
out of the window eyery ten minutes, to the 
amusement and wonderment of her opposite 
neighbours. 

Mr. Yallack afterwards said he found Mrs. 
Treyennon as pretty and as amiable as he had 
been led to expect ; but also as petted and 
humoured as most young wiyes are ; their 
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httfibands at first treating them like simpletons, 
«nd yet expecting them to, ever afterwards, 
beh&ve as rational bdngs. 

Be joked HJerbert a good deal about this, 
aaid stcangely advised him to have his wife's 
portrait taken wi&ont delay, telling him he 
attribiited a good deal of his own domestic 
peace to his having had Mary's picture as a 
bride hung up over their parlour tnantel* 
piece. 

" Whenever any thing happened to put her 
in an ill humour," said the old man, winking, 
" I, involuntarily as it were, cast my eyes on 
the picture, and having thrown into my 
countenance every expressiim of admiration for 
my bride^ turning to my wife^ letting a cloud 
gradually overshadow my face, and heaving a 
deep sigh, covered my face with my hand to 
shut out the sight of both. The dread of being 
leas lovely in my estimation, dispelled the 
pouting and cross looks ; ahe too would glance 
up a what she once was, and vanity whispered 
that frowns would diminish the likeness more 
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than age. By the time I opened my eyes 
again, the whole state of affairs would be 
changed, and I could look at my wife and her 
picture, and see the resemblance as good as 
when it was first taken. I only wish all mar- 
ried men would try this plan." 

" Alack, alas," said Flora, very gravely, 
" how prone men ever are to lay the blame of 
their own faults on their wives — Adam to wit. 
Now I wonder whether, in all this contrasting 
of past with present appearances and tempers, 
they would make any allowance for the gay, 
smiling, free spirited girl of their courtship 
days, having become converted into the anxious 
harassed, pale-faced manager of a household 
of cares, with perhaps very scanty means to 
support the appearance which her husband still 
expects her to make." 

"Very true, perhaps, Miss Flora," said 
Herbert Trevennon, " but have not some women 
more to do with the disenchantment they com- 
plain of, than they are willing to acknowledge ? 
I myself have often heard married women ex- 
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claim, ^Oh, I don't care about playing and 
singing now, I have quite given up music,' or, 
^ I used to be so particular about my dress, 
and took snich pains to curl and plait my hair, 
but what's the use now I am married T Why, 
they might just as well say, plainly. ' I 
played, sang and dressed to gain a husband 
and an establishment of my own ; now I may 
throw aside these allurements which were only 
meant to enchant the lover, not to enchain the 
husband." 

''And I, Mr. Herbert, remember to have 
heard you ridicule wives who danced, sang, 
and dressed with the avidity they did when 
girls," replied Flora, " and wonder how many 
household duties were neglected while the 
daily practising was kept up, or the dress- 
making consultations going on." 

"You see how dangerous it is to express 
any opinion on such subjects as love and 
matrimony, said Mr. Trevennon, turning round 
to a gentleman who had been sitting very 
silent, apparently in a dreamy state of ethereal 
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Uiss, never, for a moment, taking his eyes off 
Jlora's fiioe. 

Dante allndes to some mysterions sort of 
transmntation in whidh one person may nncon^ 
soioasly melt away into another. It wonld 
certainly seem that at least the sonl and ^irit 
of the gentleman had imperceptibly passed into 
the form which sat opposite him; leaving, 
therefore, only a mere shadow of all that for- 
merly constituted the dashing, light-hearted, 
animated Guy Crofton. 

Whethw he was himself quite conscious of 
this subtile attraction is not known, but he 
certainly exposed himself xashly to the danger* 
cos influence ; for day after day he came, and 
having a little while exchanged electric-mag- 
netizing glances with Flora Yallack, would 
gradually fall into a state of como, in which, 
however, he seemed perfectly cognizant of all 
passing around him. 

The Yallacks had only been back a week, 
and yet in that time he contrived to pay five 
visits to Mr. Trevennon's house, all, it must be 
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confessed, with, very friyolous ezouses. But 
lovers ever have, without exception, the least 
possible knowledge of the rules of politeness. 
They find means of entering your dwellings 
ftom which: the pride of other men would 
shrink, and when once youc doors eixer open, 
there is no getting rid of them*. The^idea thair 
they are unwelcome never enters their heads^. 

To be sure Guy Crofton was a welcome and 
a favoured guest to all in that house ; old Mr. 
Yallack had liked him the best of the three 
Cornish tourists, and now he seemed to like 
him better still, when he saw his admiration 
for darling, Tiny Flo, while little Mrs. Treven* 
non could look forward to nothing she longed 
for better than seeing such a lovely mistress 
doing the honours of Armitage Hall. There 
was, perhaps, a slight shade of apprehension 
for the future, on the mind of Mrs. Vallack, 
when she contemplated the probable result of 
an application from Guy, for his father's con- 
sent to his marrying a girl so strangely situated 
as Flora was, but even she forgot her anxiety 
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when she saw that Trevennon seemed quite 
uncoDScious of any danger. 

At any rate all might go on as it did for 
the present, for though every look and word 
betrayed Guy's devotion for Flora, he had 
never yet, either to her or her friends, spoken 
that which was called in marital parlance, 
" making an offer." 
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CHAPTEK VI. 



'* Is not that Fitz Maggs, in the opposite 
house ?" asked Guy Crofton, one evening when 
they were sitting in Mrs, Trevennon's drawing- 
room. " I have seen him there several times 
lately." 

Guy addressed his query to no one in par- 
ticular, but he glanced at Flora, who blushed 
very much, though she looked vexed at the 
discovery, and immediately commenced a 
whispered consultation with Mrs. Vallack. 

There was no mistaking him now, for Fitz, 
after peeping behind each of the window cur- 
tains, and kneeling down to look through the 
wire blinds, suddenly started into full view, 
and seemed by the threatening shakes of his 
head to be practising some pantomimic demon- 
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strations of his desire for a pugilistic encounter 
with some invisible antagonist. From the fact 
of his also now and then directing very ama- 
tory glances across the street, Mr. Crofton was 
lead to suspect that house contained the objects 
both of his love and hate; and when he caught 
another of Flora's deprecative looks directed 
towards the opposite window, he thought he 
understood the whole aflfair in a moment. Of 
course Fitz was desperately in love with Miss 
Vallack, and desperately jealous that he, Ghiy 
Crofton, should, every day, be admitted as a 
visitor, when, for some reason, he was denied 
that haplpiness and obliged to have recourse to 
the questionable satisfaction of gazing at her 
from a distance. 

And now Guy became almost as uneasy as 
Fitz. Mr. Maggs was known to be a man of 
good property, and so attached to his only son, 
ttiat he would never dream of refusing to 
gratify all his wishes. True, Fitz was but a 
few months older than Flora, but she had a 
happy home whichSshe need be in no hurry to 
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leave, and in a year or two he could marry, 
with the prospect of being able to maintain his 
wife. 

Whereas, what had he to offer a woman 
but certain poverty, if his father refused him 
a maintenance, for with his "good expectations,^' 
he had, of course, bieen brought up an idle 
gentleman. 

To be sure there was a gleam of* sunshine 
thrown on this dark side of the picture. Flora 
might prefer him to Fitz, but no more time 
must be lost in boldly takmg the preliminary 
step of requesting his father's concurrence in 
his proposed arrangements ; for till this was 
done, how could he dare ask Flora to be his. 

Guy's adieux were more hasty and impres- 
sive than they had ever been before, he took 
leave of Miss Vallack with very sad and 
serious looks, he dared not tell her his mis- 
givings, but he pressed her hand more than 
once, as if fearing he might never again have 
the opportunity after that evening had passed 

VOL. n. " a 
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away, while Flora, believiDg his low spirits and 
agitation were only caused by these strange 
freaks of young Maggs, returned the token of 
secret sympathy, as if wishing to re-assure and 
convince him he had no cause for jealousy or 
fear. 

It was quite true that ever since his first 
iiQtroduction to her, Fitztracy Maggs had been 
getting, as he himself expressed it, more and 
more enamoured with Miss Vallack. He had 
talked about her to his father and mother, till 
he almost persuaded them to call and see her, 
though they were not acquainted with Mr. or 
Mrs. Trevennon ; and finally declared that all 
the hopes and honours of the Fitztracys and 
Maggs should die with him unless he could 
obtain the goddess Flora for his wife. 

His mother was not particularly well pleased 
with this state of affairs, and even went so far 
as to tell him she looked higher, and thought 
any present idea of a wife preposterously pre- 
mature. She also said that, a young man, with 
« good person and income might marry who he 
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pleased^ in a small country town, for though 
girls were generaly fixtures in the neighbour- 
hood where they were bom, yet nine out of 
ten of the boys left as they grew up, either to 
go abroad or to seek means of support else- 
where. The few who remain, become quite 
social heroes, and acquisitions, if they belong 
to good families, and after being invited about, 
and dined, and supped, and danced with ad 
valorem^ have only to mj^-ke up their minds 
what amount of beauty and fortune they expect 
in a wife, and there is little diflSculty in attain- 
ing their most sanguine desires." 

Celestial bodies are kept in their proper 
places by two opposing powers, and so are 
earthly ones, as long as the influence lasts. 

The great centre of Fitz Maggs's universe, 
was No. iO, Albert Place, Shuffleborough ; but 
his mother, with her repelling hints, was the 
centrifugal force which would have disposed 
him to fly away from the orbit in which he 
moved ; while Flora was the centripetal f ower 
Qt 2 
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whose attraction kept him revolving, day after 
day, in the same path without inclination to 
recede from it. 

But there are eccentric movements now and 
then in all spheres. Flora no longer seemed 
desirous of the company of her satellite, and 
he began to suspect the seemingly artless 
beauty, wanted to play the coquette, a caprice 
in which he was very willing to indulge her, 
provided no one else took part in the game. 

Fitz found three or four very hot-brained 
resolutions, before he quite decided on his 
plans ; and then, after telling his tather he was 
going from home for a short time, he put a few 
articles in a trunk — ^jumping on them by way 
of close packing — and having hired a stranger 
to carry it for him, proceeded only into one of 
the retired streets of the town, where he in- 
vited himself to spend a few days with a friend 
who lived directly opposite Mr. Trevennon's 
house* As to all the rest of his aflGairs, he al- 
lowed the gods to take charge of them. 

He had heard of an army coming and sur- 
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rounding a town or a castle, sitting down as it 
were before it with the determination of taking 
the place by storm, or by stratagem, if an op- 
portmiity offered, or starving the inhabitants 
into a surrender. 

In most cases the besieged had the worst of 
it, and, in the end, were glad to capitulate, and 
agree to the terms proposed by the conqueror. 
So Fitz took up his post, and, however impreg- 
nable the fortress boasted of being, he resolved, 
either by artifice or force, to subdue it. He 
bribed the servants ; watched the visitors ; sent 
off spies to ascertain who all suspected parties 
were — not a butcher or a baker rang at the 
door but a scout of the besieger was on the 
look out. Flora never appeared at the window 
but he endeavoured to make her understand 
the hopelessness of resistance ; guards were 
tampered with; treason was within the walls; a 
surprise was always dreaded ; for more than 
once the enemy had gained admittance, and 
insisted on a parley, followed by desperate 
threats against the interference of daring young 
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general, who had lately joined them. The fact 
now seemed Deduced to the utmost eKtremity ; 
j^ts were detected, and the traitors dismissed ; 
but ihese always going over to tiie opposite 
side, only strengthened the other party. Mis- 
Biles in the shape of oblong, square, And three 
joami^asd hiiletfl, jGmnd their way inside the 
.doors, no one knew how ; jmd at last the enemy 
hit on the ingenions method of shooting balls 
of dosdy written, oleyeriy rolled up paper, 
eontaining most combustible matter, enough 
to set any citadel in a blaze— into every c^pen 
window^ by means of a pea-blower for a cata- 
pult. 

As he expected, perseverance and importu- 
niity subdued them ; the spirits of the perse- 
cuted were evidently giving way. A Hag of 
Truce was displayed. An ambassador, dis- 
patched by the beleaguered, received a most 
cordial greeting from a plenipotentiary of the 
belligej^nt. 

Treaties of peace were entered into. Nego- 
tiationiuid an interview followed ; but the war 
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was on the point of breaking out again from 
the hard terms insisted on by the victor. One 
of which was, that peace, and friendship, and 
good will, should be secured for ever by the 
union of the two parties, who should meet at 
some future day at the altar, and there swear 
an eternal alliance, in which each should hence- 
forth mutually assist, honour, and love the 
oilier. 

This proposed reciprocity treaty demanding 
due consideration before it could be assented 
to, it was resolved to submit it to higher 
powers, in whose presence, and with whose 
sanction only could it be legally signed and 
ratified. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



"Then your father forbids your loving me?" 

Flora spoke in a tone partly of disappoint- 
ment, partly of wounded pride. 

" He cannot forbid my loving you, Flora. 
He may safely forbid my marrying you — for 
he knows I am in his power, and as dependent 
on his bounty as the meanest beggar that asks 
alms of him. Had he given me one of the 
trades he so affects to despise, I might, by 
this time, have been able to offer the woman I 
love a home. But 'tis not too late now to 
begin ; and if there is no way open for me in 
England, there are many elsewhere." 

*^I never wished to be rich till this mo- 
ment," said Flora, innocently. 

"You are rich in all a lover wishes for. 
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And in the frank bestowal of yonr affection 
you giye me wealth no other can deprive me 
of; that will enervate and encourage me to 
undertake anything.'' 

^^You asked the confession from me so 
earnestly, Guy," said Flora, looking up in his 
face, as if he might there read every thought 
of the pure heart that knew no guile ; " but, 
perhaps, it would have been more maidenly to 
have concealed it." 

" No, Flora ; you would not have been so 
dear to me, had you refused what I so long 
sought. I never knew what life was till I 
loved — and I never knew the value of life till 
you told me you loved me." 

^* But, tell me the truth, Guy — are there not 
other reasons than those you name, for your 
fether's disapproval? you paid something 
just now of his having formed other plans." 

Guy Crofton coloured, and felt very much 
lowered in his own estimation — a sure sign he, 
deserved to be so in others. He had never ex- 
6 
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9Ctlj told Flora a Msehood, when she once 
alluded to his sup^sed engagement with Char- 
lotte Haviland ; but he had induced her to be- 
lieve it was only an idle report, founded on her 
intimacy with his sisters ; but he knew very 
well, and had known it for years, that she was 
the one his father desired to see his wife ; and 
at the interview with him that morning, he 
had peremptorily told him no other should he 
marry with his consent. 

It was no time now for longer concealment, 
and he owned to Flora, this was one great 
cause of his father's displeasure against him, 
and his prejudice against any other. 

Involuntarily as it were. Flora withdrew a 
little from the arm encircling her — the very 
idea of being a rival to that haughty, taunting 
woman terrified her; and when she remem- 
bered how very beautiful and accomplished she 
was, she dreaded her influence over Guy, when 
she should be absent. 

^* No one will have any charms for me but 
you, my own Flora," whispered Guy, as he 
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partly read her thougli^ — "our hearts are 
always with our treasures, Qnd mine will be im 
dear^ tranquil TreUghtiien — and who knows, 
p^haps, sc^ething in a little while may hap- 
pen to drive away all these black clouds we 
are now so sure can only burst oyer our heads. 
But come what will, you must never doubt 
me. I could never hope for happiness if I 
prove false to you." 

And then Guy knelt to Flora, and took her 
hands in his, and made more vows than it is 
worth while to repeat. 

Men sometimes make women objects of 
worship — afterwards, pretending to become 
more sagacious, they throw from them, or tread 
in the dust, the very divinities they have 
themselves set up« 

It not unfrequently happens, that the more 
extravagant the adoration, while the paroxysm 
lasts, the greater the contempt after it has 



"You will tell dear Mr. Vallack of all this," 
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said Flora, after a p|^e; ^^for he has ever 
loved mti if I had really been his daughter.'' 

" Oh, jm J what was it you meant when 
you once said something of this before? Is 
not Mr. Yallac^ ycpr father ?" 

"No; I thought Herbert had, perhaps, told 
you, they adopted me when a very little 
child." 

" I never heard a word of it ; who were your 
parents then. Flora ?" 

"We have never been able to discover, 
farther than that my mother was a natural 
daughter of Mrs. Vallack's father. I was 
brought up by kind but poor friends, till cir- 
cumstances, I am not now in spirits to relate, 
led to my dear papa and mama — as I always 
call them — taking me to live with them. So you 
see, it is all, perhaps, for the best, that your 
friends so peremptorily forbade your thinking 
of me — for, lowly bom as I may perhaps be, I 
have a pride that would not brook insult from 
any — least of all from any belonging to you, 
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Guy — and this, when tQ|d to your father, as, 
of coarse, it. would immediately be, by Mr. 
Yallack, might place a greater barrier between 
us than even his wish for your marriage with 
Miss Hayiland." 

Flora's eyes had sparkled, and she drew 
herself up with more hauteur than Gkiy had 
ever seen her assume before ; her cheeks were 
flushed, and scarcely knowing what she did, 
she rose, and walked towards the window. 
Till that moment, the possibility that Guy 
might have some share of his father's aristo- 
cratic notions and prejudices never entered her 
head. 

"You and I must have a little talk to- 
gether, young man," said Mr, Vallack, who 
just then entered the room ; " I must not have 
Flo's heart won without my being let into the 
secret. I have been unravelling the mystery 
of your frequent visits though, and have just 
come to the conclusion, that I must taKe her 
back with me again to Trelighthen, if you 
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make her look so lu^ppy as she does at this 
moment.'' 

Guy Crofton muttered something about hia 
only desire being to make her very happy, and 
then began an explanation of his father's dis- 
approbation, followed by very earnest en- 
treaties that Mr. Vallack would let him look 
forward to obtaining Flora for his wife, as 
soon as he could show he was able to support 
her. 

The old gentleman, however, shook his 
head. 

"There never was a happy marriage yet, 
young man, where the parents on either side 
forbade it. Mr. Crofton, no doubt, looks for 
money with a daughter-in-law. I may be able 
to meet his wishes in this respect — my Flora 
will be no portionless bride ; but this I could, 
perhaps, explain better in an interview. Tour 
father is a stranger to me ; but I will call on 
him and see what can be done." 

Half an hour ago, Guy would have been in- 
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duced to embrace this proposition ; but now lie 
hesitated. 

The tale Flora had partly told him would, 
no doubt, be all related by the well-intentioned 
Mr. Vallack, who would only think he was 
ensuring greater sympathy for his darling 
amongst her new friends. But what would 
his austere father, his haughty, high-birth- 
loving mother, and his insolent, ambitious 
sisters — one of whom was every day expect- 
ing an offer from a baronet, say ? They had 
all thought it quite bad enough that Guy 
should fall iu love with the daughter of a re- 
tired tradesman; but what would be their 
horror at finding she was only some unknown 
orphan, illegitimately descended from the an- 
cestors of the tradesman's wife. For himself, 
Guy could honestly swear, it did, nor should, 
make no difference; he loved Flora, because 
she was the most worthy to be loved of her 
sex he had known ; and if he, at that md- 
m^it, was told that her parents were paupers, 
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he would still claim her, and be as proud of 
her as if she were an empress. 

It was very evident no one knew her to be 
other than Mr. Yallack's daughter ; and his 
anxiety now was to let every one still think 
so. 

Thought is quicker than word^ so it took 
Guy Crofton only one second to turn over in 
his mind all the reflections it has taken a page 
to describe. 

He told Mr. Vallack he would see him again 
next day, and arrange an interview with his 
father; then embracing Flora very tenderly, 
whispering some little soothing consolation, 
and a vast number of hopes and promises, he 
shook hands with the old gentleman, who 
very readily excused all the agitation he be- 
trayed. 

" I shall not ask you to come to walk with 
us this morning, my dear Flo — ^go and lie 
down — those two women shall not pester you 
with questions till I have a little explained 
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matters. Cheer up, that's a good girl. Tre- 
lighthen will be large enough for a Mr. and 
Mrs. Guy Crofton, I dare say — we will find 
room for them." 

And smiling, and blushing, and hoping, and 
fearing, Flora retired to her own room. 

Not long had she been there, when the ser* 
vant announoed a gentleman being in the 
drawing-room wishing to see her. 

It could only be some yisitor, who, hearing 
Mr. and Mrs. Trevennon were out, enquired 
for her, so Flora, looking more lovely than 
usual, from her late excitement, opened the 
drawing-room door, and found herself in the 
presence of Mr. Crofton. 

She had met him but twice, and then his 
manner, though very dignified, was yet polite, 
and courteously gallant, as some old men 
sometimes behave to pretty young girls. 

Kow he merely bowed, and chose to think 
Miss Yallack only held out her hand to request 
he would be seated, for he did not offer to 
take it. 
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** The importance of the Bubject I have to 
apeak of will, I hope, be a sufficient excuse for 
my intrusion, Miss Vallack," he began. " My 
son, Guy, has most unexpectedly announced his 
Jbaving formed an attachment for you; and 
had he received my prohibition, as he ought, I 
fihould not have thought it necessary to repeat 
it to you also. He chose to tell me the at- 
tachment, being mutual, should not be inter*- 
fered witii; but, independent of the impru- 
dence of a young woman sanctioning the ad- 
dresses of a man, without the knowledge of his 
friends — I must excess my astonishment at 
your doing «o, knowing, as every one does, he 
has long been engaged to Miss Haviland, a 
marriage indeed planned and arranged since 
they were children, and which was equally de- 
sired by himself and us. Under these circum- 
stances, then, I merely come here to teH you^ 
I never will nor can consent to, or sanction his 
addresses to you.'' 

"Your interference is uncalled for, sir,'^ 
said Flora, in a tone as haughty as his own, as 
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she stood before him, with sparkling eyes and 
panting boaom. "Were join own son ten 
thousand times dearer to me than he is, I 
never would wed him now. I did not know 
of any engagement between him and Miss 
Haviland, and deny your imputation of clandeEh 
tine encouragement." 

Flora's proud manner irritated Mr. Oofton ; 
ihat she, the daughter of a man he considered 
80 XDneh baneffidih him, as this Cornish parvenu, 
should brave him — the lordly owner of noble 
Armitage — shodd resign the heir of all his 
wealth, as if he were a base bred mechanic ; 
and treat him as it she was a pinoess super- 
<^iously rejecting a treaty of alliance with a 
petty foreign court. 

jBbd she been humble, or overcome with 
^ef, or had not looked so queenlike-^so very 
beautiful — he would, perhaps, have offered 
wwds of condolence, to soften, what must have 
been so great a disappointment. But she had 
made him feel as he were the despised one — 
sba the dictator of terms. And he had some 
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idea he was not playing quite such a dignified, 
authoritative part as he intended ; for she 
pffered no resistance — that was more annoy- 
ing 9tUl 

^^ My son was here this morning, I under- 
stand, madam ; it was, doubtless, to tell you 
that any claim you may think proper to make 
on him, would be made on a beggar. If he 
meant it as a final interview, well and good ! 
if not, he pays other visits to this house on his 
peril. My wife and daughters are not aware of 
my visit, but, I am sure, I may, in their names, 
decline your future visits to Armitage." 

Flora merely bowed to the last part of this 
speech — she felt that one word would compro- 
mise her womanly dignity. 

And then, for a moment longer, she stood as 
if waitfng some further remark from him, or an 
intimation that the interview was concluded. 

Mr. Crofton looked towards the door, and 
Flora rang she bell. Never had he walked out 
of any house in Shuffleborough before with so 
little ceremony shewn him ; and, as he rode 
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home, he felt certain neither Guy, nor any 
other young man, was likely to give up such a 
woman without a struggle. 

Flora went again to her own room bewildered, 
scarcely conscious of any thing that had passed, 
except that she had been suspected — accused — 
of entrapping Guy Crofton into an engagement 
with her, when she had long been in love with 
another. 

How thankful she felt that the proposed visit 
of Mr. Vallack had not been paid ; that dis- 
dainful man would think she had sent him to 
conciliate — to crouch for his consent. No, 
though she had loved Guy, as dearly, as she be- 
lieved, he loved her, they must never meet 
again. 

Had she better write, and tell him this — or 
would he come, and should her dear papa tell 
him — and would he go without one word from 
her ? But all thought of his leaving home, or 
setting himself in defiance of his father, must 
be abandoned. She knew too well how unfit 
he was to struggle with difficulties ; and, if he 
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became reconciled to, and got over his disap- 
pointment, Flora vould try to feel resigned to 
lier own nnloved, future lot. 

So little selfishness is there mixed with a 
woman's love, that even — when her sorrow and 
his are mutual — she thinks only of relieving 
that of her lover ; his heart must be cheered 
though hers may break. 

Both Flora and Guy were, at that moment^ 
congratulating themselves, an interview be- 
tween Mr. Vallack and Mr. Crofton had been 
avoided. 

Might not affairs have assumed a very dif- 
ferent aspect, if a meeting and explanation had 
taken place ? Or, at least, even if he had not 
betrayed his own secret, might not the great 
man have become as anxious for a union be- 
tween Miss Vallack and his son, as he now was 
to prevent it ? 

IN'othing makes the unhappy so sensible of 
their misery as seeing others, who are uncon- 
scious of it, pursuing their usual routine of 
business or pleasure. 
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Flora envied ^very one she saw pass in the 
street ; and thought how much freer from care 
she should be if she could change places with 
with one of the little girls who were enjoying 
a game of play on the opposite pavement. 
That was, truly, the most wretched day she 
could remember, for now there seemed no hope 
to cheer the future ; and, till that hour, she 
had been unconscious how much influence the 
remembrance of Guy had aver her thoughts 
since she first knew him ; and now all was over! 
For so deeply did Flora feel her womanly pride 
and delicacy wounded by Mr. Crofton's rude 
remarks, that had Guy knelt to her, and offered 
her the wealth of the universe and his un- 
changed love, she would have refused him. 

There are some years of our lives which 
seem to pass and make us neither older nor 
wiser ; and, again, it may chance that a ds^ 
<K)mes in which we gain the wisdom of ages ; 
and feel joy or sorrow sufficient to have ex- 
tended throughout a whole existence. 

*^ We will go back to Trelighthen, my dear 
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Flora, and see if our old sources of happiness 
have lost their charm,'^ said Mrsr Vallack, when 
^he had listened to the tale of what had passed 
on that eventful day. " We are all to blame ; 
young Crofton most of all ; he should have as- 
certained his father's sentiments before he won 
your affections ; and, if he knew them before- 
hand, he was a cold-blooded, treacherous 
deceiver !•' 

" I won't believe any harm of the young 
man himself," exclaimed Mi. Vallack, in one of 
his most growling tones ; " but as for that un- 
precedented, supercilious, stultified, upstart 
his father, I hope he will never come 
within sound of my voice. 1 am vexed 
with myself, now, that I was persuaded to dis- 
miss young Maggs; girls will have sweethearts, 
and will look forward to having husbands, and 
I don't know but what he might be as good as 
the best of them I As to his having to wait 
three or four years, what of that ? I wonder 
what these impatient fellows would think now- 
a-days of having to serve seven years' appi*en- 
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ticeship for a wife, as Jacob did ?" And, after 
upseting and rummaging half the articles on 
Flora^stoilet, the old gentleman went grumbling 
out of the room. 

But, try to soothe or cheer her as they would, 
Flora persisted, like many others in a time of 
excitement, in thinking of the present moment 
only as if it must influence her whole future 
happiness or misery. 

Henceforth there would bo a void which she 
believed no time could fill up. 



VOL. II. 



146 THE ifEXT OF Knr. 



CHAPTEE VTIT. 



What? quanrel can b^ ^mme to witness tbait 
between father and son ? XJpbraidings, re- 
mmiimtionsy all heightened by the strength of 
men's bitterest passions— the glance of d^ance, 
the sullen scowl, and that terrible threat, not 
only to withhold every worldly good, but to 
close the heart against every natural feeling. 

Worse, even than all this, was there in Mr. 
Crofton's quarrel with his son ; for conscience 
thundered in his ear that it was to support an 
unworthy cause he thus battled against the 
young man's ardent inclinations. 

" I am firm, sir, and you will find me so," 
exclaimed Mr. Crofton, after nearly an hour's 
angry dispute and aggravating resistance. " I 
am firm, sirP he repeated, planting himself 
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maolately in the middle of the room, as if he 
meant to take up and maintain his post there, 
till Gny flubmitted to his pow^. 

Many people boast of being firm wh^i thej 
are only obstinate. 

<* Ton treat me as a chi !" cried Guy, in- 
dignantly ; ^^ I am not only forbidden to marry 
tiie woman I loye, but you insist on my taking 
one I cannot feel any affection for I If I oon- 
cedB so far as to promise to relinquish any 
further pursuit of Miss Yallack, at any rate 
&ir the pi^sent, may I be sure you will forego 
your dbsurd scheme of imiting me to Charlotte 
HaTiland?" 

" Nothing must, or can, prevent your marry- 
ing the woman whom for years her father and 
I faavB mutually arranged shall be your wife !'' 
said Mr* Ciofton. 

^^I may suppose there is Bomse potent reason 
far your jEtnxidy to promote such a match, since 
/our fiimily will neither be enriched nor en- 
H 2 
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nobled by her ?" was Guy Crofton's scornful 
rejoinder. 

" If you want any other inducement than 
the possession of a splendidly beautiful woman, 
to whom, until very lately, you evinced cer^ 
tainly no repugnance, I will give you one. If 
Charlotte Haviland does not become your wife, 
and that shortly, take your last look of 
Armitage !'' 

" That may not be so painful as the alterna- 
tive," muttered Guy sulkily. 

" I have not done sir," said Mr. Crofton 
stepping up mysteriously to his son, and, putting 
his face almost close to his, added in a clear 
whisper, "your father, mother and sisters must 
go forth with you. Mr. Haviland has it in his 
power to deprive me of my present position in 
the world ; he is in possession of a secret that 
will stamp your father with the name of villain, 
and make his children beggars. The only 
bribe he will accept is his daughter's union with 
my heir." 
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A flourish of trumpets and drums rattled in 
Guy's ears as his £Etther paused. 

^^ Does Charlotte know of this ? I mean of 
the reason for her father, for you, desiring her 
marriage with me/' she asked in a trembling 
voice. 

^^ Not a syllable, and never need ; you will 
never know any more than you now do, for 
though a parent may sin, he shrinks from full 
oonfession to a child ; but as sure as we stand 
here mine is no idle threat." 

^^ May I ask one question sir. Does my 
ooncurrence with your desire involve any injury 
to any living creature ? I am perfectly in the 
dark as to the positive facts ; but if your com- 
pact with such a man as Mr. Haviland has any 
actual crime in it, don't seek to make me a 
participator either in the guilt or any benefit 
to be derived from its secresy." 

^^ None whatever my dear fellow," exclaimed 
Mr. Crofton, who saw the advantage he had 
gained, and cared little by what means he 
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oBtamed a viotory. ^^ I am net to tell a young 
man of your age iHstfA there are indiscretionar, 
fiometitmeB iuToIuntarily eommittedy which not 
only, bring us in contaet with those beneatli us, 
but piaice ut ever after in some measore in 
their power. Now, you and I know very well 
there^ are some men^^-^oid women too--with 
whomwenmintain an intercourse, and aUo# 
them ta consider themselves friends, because 
tiief will do &V us, or suggest to us, that whidi 
we don't like to be base enough to do for our- 
selves, or to a^iKTV^ledge we could have thought 
of withptit their instigation. This is the sectiet 
of many of the strange assoeiaticms and intima^ 
xAes we eveory now and then see and wonder at, 
and this is the chief secret of what you have, 
I know, often looked at with surprise; my 
i^parent friendship and familiarity with a man 
60 obviously in an inferior rank to myself as 
Haviland." 

'^ 'Tis a pity any one should ever allow 
themselves to be under an obligation to a person 
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^. 

beneath ihem either in character or station," 
said Gtujy determined to fire as many retreating 
fhots as he eould. 

" A remark only too true Gny." This with 
a veipy penitenlial sigh from Mr. Crofton; 
<< but to return to the parties interested. You 
will write a few lines to Misa Yallack, simply 
stating that circumstances will prevent any 
further ihterooune. 1 don't know how far 
matters have gone between you ; but, perhaps, 
she will expect thus much.'' 

^^ I must see Miss Vallack before I can con- 
sent to any plan of yours," said Guy with a 
return of some of his former stubbonmeas^ 

^^ I should decidedly say nay^^^j^B^lied his 
fEither, who began to think there wfS no occa- 
sion for his own interview with Flora to be 
known; and believing that the anger and indig-* 
nation he had roused in her might considerably 
aid him in the display of contempt she would 
feel at Guy's withdrawing without explanation. 
" The young lady is, no doubt, too well aware 
of the desirableness of such a match to easily 



152 THB NEXr OP KIN. 

let you off if she gains the adyantage of a 
meeting. I understand her father was in trade 
or business of some sort, and an alliance with 
such a family as ours now is, must have many 
charms besides the possession of a handsome 
husband." 

What would he think or say if he knew she 
really has not, perhaps, so great a claim to 
respectability, thought Guy, in whose eyes 
rank and wealth were beginning to have more 
worth than hitherto. 

^^ I think I hear music upstairs, so we will 
adjourn our discussion," said Mr. Crofton, very 
courteously. ^^ I must go and see who they 
have ; you wiU follow in a few minutes I dare 
say. Ko son and brother such as you have 
been, would wilfully oyerthrow all the means 
of happiness to those dear to him, and inyolve 
himself in the general ruin," he added, as he 
rose and left the dining room, where the abore 
conversation had been commenced as they sat 
alone over their wine. 

What a sad tumble from all Guy's late soar- 
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ing flights ! W}iat a complete game of see- 
saw love is — one minute in the air, another 
on the ground — one day exalted to a seyenth 
heaven in ecstasy, the next cast down to the 
depths of despair. 

^^ I must learn to despise happiness as a 
blessing I may never enjoy," thought Guy 
sighing, " even now the recollection of the past 
and the foreboding of the future, as poor Flora once 
remarked, make me sick of life. I really think 
I could die this moment if I was sure Flora 
would soon follow me, and we should be laid 
side by side in the same grave ; that our dust 
would mingle though here we are separated. 
There seems a sort of consolatory prospect in 
this meeting in the tomb though we should 
then be unconscious of it." 

How much the weather out of doors has to 
do with cheering or depressing our hearts 
within. Let the wind howl and the rain beat 
when we are unhappy, and it is an aggravation 
of our wretchedness. But let a glance of sun- 
H 5 
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shine flash in upon us, and we hail it as the 
harbinger of future peace. 

One of those sudden July storms had burst 
forth during the controversy between Guy and 
his father, large hail'-stones had pattered against 
the glass, and nearly drowned the sound of 
their angry voices, while the gusts of wind as 
they swept by seemed to howl very dismal 
threats against Armitage or those within its 
walls. The inerry party in the drawing-room 
had sang and played and talked in defiance, 
only pausing a moment when a louder peal of 
thunder or brighter flash of lightning checked 
the mirth for a brief interval. 

It was a little lulled as Mr. Crofton left his 
very unhappy crest-fallen son alone in the great 
dining room, and then down came a very 
drenching shower of rain bending the heads of 
all the sweet flowers around. 

" I am not superstitious,^' mused Guy as he 
walked up and down the room to gain a tolera- 
ble degree of composure before he joined the 
laughing party of his sisters and their admirers 
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with, one or two other fnends* " I am not 
superstitious^ but if this evening is not a dismal 
forewarning of what my future must be, I shall 
be mistaken. Black clouds in every direction, 
not one gleam of sunshine. Holloa what is 
that ?'' as a bright streak of light appeared and 
the sun looked out as if peeping to see what 
mischief had been done in his absence. " Hope 
for me I vow. Now I wonder I don't turn 
Pagan at once. If I were a Hindu I should 
fall down and worship that luminous beam. 
'Tis very likely the old fellow only wanted to 
frighten me ; I will very dutifully keep away 
from Flora for a day or two, but as to giving 
her up altogether I shall not. That sun- 
sparkle brightens my hopes." 

Here Mr. Guy Crofton sauntered forth to 
join his gay friends in the drawing-room. 

'' A glass of this wine, Crofton," cried one of 

JElise Crofton's disappointed lovers, as Guy 

drew near a side-table in an anteroom. " No, 

, hang it, don't drink sherry while there is such 
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champagne as this to be had. Do you know, 
Crofton, I always judge of the character of a 
man by the wine he drinks. Your port sipper 
is a dull, stupid, heavy sort of fellow. A cross, 
peevish mortal is sure to imbibe claret, while 
lovers invariably choose light, sweet nonsense* 
Drinkers of Madeira, sherry, Moselle, and 
Cape, are nondescripts; but the clever, bril- 
liant, gay-hearted man, who enchants 
every one with his wit — whose genius 
sparkles in his eyes — who makes all the world 
in love with him, as he is in love with all the 
world — be sure Ms glass is filled with bubble- 
dancing champagne.'- 

" I wish amateurs were not so fond of sing- 
ing scenas and bravuras, we can always hear 
these things so much better at a theatre or 
concert,^' said Guy, feeling very cynically 
disposed towards all the world, just at that 
particular moment, and especially towards the 
lady then at the piano. "Private singers should 
be satisfied to keep to ballads — their aim 
should be to please, not astonish. '' 
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How revengeful Guy felt after he had said 
this, and remembered that Flora could neither 
sing cavatinas nor play fantasias. 

" I am afraid we are getting critical said 
Mr. Marshall, showing his very white teeth ; 
" but, for my part, I verily believe those enjoy 
music most who are not the best judges ; those 
whose tastes and ears are so exquisitely correct, 
suffer agonies at a false note or trifling error, 
which one who merely loves the mingling of 
sweet sounds would never detect. / often 
experience the most tantalising sensations 
when a lady sits down in great state to the 
piano. I am led to expect something which 
will satisfy my musical appetite, and then 
comes a mawkish, sentimental ballad, which 
the singer supposes herself addressing to a 
favoured or a perjured swain — so she panto- 
mimes one part ^d falsettos the other, and 
finishes with a note which sinks, and faints, 
and dies away down to her very toes. Pshaw I 
'tis like giving a hungry man ship biscuits, 
artichokes, and pigs' feet to feed on." 
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" Or like my once going to a concert given 
by that prince of musical coxcombs, Jullien/' 
retorted Guy, " with the expectation of hear- 
ing a scientific performance, and only feeling 
my ears tickled with a succession of polkas, 
waltzes, and quadrilles. My chief amasement 
was in watching the debonair airs of the 
magnifico conductor: the sublime Leonardo 
da Yinci expression he assumed during the 
afettuoso parts — ^his enthusiastic gestures in 
the crescendo passages — ^his vehement knocks 
of the ivory baton on the music-stand, at the 
climax of a terribellissimo crash — was worth 
all the money I paid to enjoy it, even if £ had not 
had the fun of observing the rapturous adoiiii^ 
tion of the greater portion of the audience 
during the lively, jiggy pieces. How the old 
ladies' heads nodded in time, and how the eyes 
of the young ones danced — how the puppy 
fellows who think .^he perfection of musical 
art is centred in a lively set of dances, said, 
*^they longed to push^away the forois, and 
spring about the room I" 
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** And, I'll be bound for it, they all yawned, 
or whispered to one another, when any slow, or 
really good thing was played," returned Mart 
shall; "but the crack piece of the eyeniag— r 
what was that ?" 

" Oh ! of course, a melodious representation 
of a storm, or a battle — a battle it was, now I 
remember — ^a sort of patchwork aira d^abilita, 
in which crash, bang — bang, crash, predomi- 
nated. You were to imagine yourself charging 
the enemy, biviouacing on a moonlight night, 
storming forts, and I don't know what all- 
till at last you entered with the conquering 
hero through the gates of the vanquished city, 
amidst a grand flourish of drums and trumpets. 
'Twas worth a sovereign to see the irrepressible 
delight of the company, who had thus comfort- 
ably enjoyed a good musical battle without any 
danger." 

" And you, you would-be stoic, had you no 
other gratification than quizzing your compa- 
nions?" asked Marshall, laughing at Guy's 
description. 
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*' Oh, yes, I was calculating how many me- 
lodious notes went to a bank one, and wondering 
how soon it would be before Jullien repaid us 
as all foreigners do. Of course you know the 
old song — 

" When he finds his pockets full, 
Den he laugh at Johnny Bull/ 

** Guy Crofton, you are dangerous^ — you are 
sickening for some malignant malady, or you 
are crossed in love, or you are going to be 
married. My dear fella, I am afraid of infec- 
tion in either case, so excuse me if I move to 
the other side of the room." 

And away sauntered Mr. Marshall to a group 
of young -ladies, whose low bodices and short 
sleeves would have made their grandmothers 
blush. Perhaps modem belles are desirous of 
emulating the goddesses they are so often com- 
pared to, and who, as we know, adopted rather 
disrobe fashions, evidently believing that un 
adorned beauty was adorned the most — or, it 
may be, they are so proud of their white arms 
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and bosoms, they delight to exhibit them as 
much as possible. 

Alas I that the maimers of many of our 
women are becoming as shameless as their 
dress! Our geography books describe the 
English as "modest," "diffident," and "re- 
served." It would seem women are not 
always implied. 

To be sure, men, for the most part, encou* 
rage these fibie, dashing, showily dressed, 
superficially accomplished girls, by so often 
choosing them in preference to modest, un- 
affected, industrious ones. And pretty help* 
mates they find them when it is too late to 
change. 

And Mr. Marshall admired, and flattered, 
and flirted with the trifling young ladies, each 
of whom could lisp, and languish, and coquette, 
and dance, and sing, and had copied the man- 
ners and fashions of all European nations, till 
they were getting tired of them, and would. I 
yerily believe, have liked to squat about on 
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eoahions^ like the Orientals, or wear rings in 
their noses, like South Sea Islanders, if they 
toold onif do so beeomingly, and get some 
person of rank to introduce the mode* 

Not only in Shuffleborough, but elsewhere, 
are such femaloa to be met — indefatigable 
ohasers after what they deem happiness— ha{>^ 
piness to them generally consisting in having a 
larger stock of gay dresses than their fnends — 
dancing every dance at a ball with the beet 
partners — ^being envied and feared by every 
woman they know — going to bed by daylight, 
and only getting up in time to dress for 
another ball. Having six or seven loTero, 
refusing four or five good offers, having a due^ 
fought about them — ^and then running away 
with a handsome younger son — ^ia the army, if 
possible. After this last act, they resign all 
claims on happiness. 

Charlotte Haviland was there, not looking so 
handsome, Guy thought, as she usually did ; 
but it was a summer party, and brunettes re- 
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quire the hlsze and bnlliancy of a welUlit 
]?OQm to set tliem off to advantage : the blondes 
are- tiie* daylight beauties. 

Charlotte was rather languid and distrmt 
akoy not taking the pleasure she used in sooh 
a soexue ; and Quy wondered whether her father 
had been speaking to her, as his had ta him, 
and whether she felt the same reluctance to the 
match he did. 

This would not be pleasant — it was not flat- 
tering to discover a handsome woman would 
consider it a great hardship to marry so im- 
portant a person as Guy Crofton was in his own 
estimation. 

But what if Charlotte should resolutely 
refuse him ! Might he not then claim somo 
reward for his passive obedience^ if he seem- 
ingly yielded to his father's wishes. At any 
rate, there was something to be gained by 
time, and much to be trusted to Flora's con- 
stancy and affection. 

Guy knew nothing of Mr. Crofton's visit to 
her, and the indignant feelings it had roused. 
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Much less did he appear to remember that the 
circumstances under which he had parted with 
Miss Yallack at their last interview were not 
such as to warrant his leaving matters unex- 
plained for a little time, which he could so 
easily persuade himself was the best course to 
adopt. 
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CHAPTEK IX. 



Did any body ever hear of a single misfortune — 
of one trouble coming alone ? I don't think 
they ever did. 

Flora Yallack had scarcely calmed her agita- 
tion from the interview with Guy and his 
father, when Mrs. Vallack was taken suddenly 
ill, and she was too kind-hearted, too self-deny- 
ing to allow her own griefs to interfere or pre- 
vent her paying every devoted attention to one 
who had been to her as a mother. Day by 
day, and almost night by night, she sat in the 
siok-room, following every advice given to her 
by cousin Herbert, with the hope of easing the 
pain and restoring the health of the invalid. 
And how, when she sat alone by the bedside, 
she would think over her own short season of 
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I0T6 and happiness; how her cares seemed 
lightened when she remembered there was one 
who would gladly have shared them with her^ 
The gloomy reality of the present was bright- 
ened by the sunny hope of the future. 

What a bound of pleasure her heart would 
sometimes feel at the recollection of some proof 
of past love. H^w she stiU trusted in Guy's^ 
4$onstancy. How sanguine she could not now 
and then help becoming as to his father's re- 
lenting. But then if be did — ought she to 
fellow the dictates of pride^ and reject one she 
had not been deemed worthy of? 

Women sometimes Hke a little trouble falling 
on a lover, especially if there is a B^^^t tinge 
of romance in it : it enables them to shew their 
devotion astd tmchangeableness. Flora did not 
fear ve^ much, even though Guy had hinftod 
«it his probable pecvmdary disfenesses. That ifak 
was to be any means of his alienation sdie 
eeaarely understood; ibr His seldom youth 
believes that poverty ean estrange or separate 
frem ft thcfse it toves. 
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How little all these refleotioQS prepared 
Flora for the receipt of the ibUawing note nay 
then he imagined :-^ 

" My own dear Plora, 

^^ Shunts I dare net erpbin to 
you, prevent our ever imettng again. What is 
the «tato of m; wretched heart lU; present ycfa 
msky suppose frpip my saying, I tmst we never 
may meet again; for whatever my future 
destiny is, its bitterest pang will be that itoam- 
not be spent with you. You must forget me, 
Flora — His all I can now ask you. If, by any 
amount of suffering to myself I ooidd turn 
aside this blow from you^ or the still more 
dreadful one which my disobeying my &ther 
would bring on all near and dear to me, I 
would willingly bear it But of this there is 
no hope or chance. 'Tis hard to say ' behtapfiy 
with aaotfaer,' for His not in human nature to 
wish the one we have loved, happiness w^h a 
rivaL 

*^Wssi»y you will deem me mad wbenyoci 
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read those incoherent lines. Believe I am so, 
believe anything than that I wonld have wan- 
tonly sought your love had I known I must 
resign it as I now do. I almost long to hear 
of your return to Trelighthen, your thoughts of 
me will be kinder there than they can be here, 
where I cause you so much unhappiness. There 
is a barrier to our union which I knew not of 
till the day of our last meeting ; and sinoe then 
I have not had the couxage to teU you ; it must 
not be set aside by theyi^iBtched 

" Guy Cropton." 

Who has not at least once in their lifetime 
received a letter over which they have bowed 
the head in despair, and felt that the sorrowful 
weight on the heart never could be removed. 
That all the light of life was gone. 'Tis dis- 
appointment causes l^e deepest wound — ^had 
not bright hopes been forined, deep reverses 
would not be so very sad to bear. 

How happy, how sanguine Flora had been a 
few weeks before ! But how often is it that 
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scenes no sooner look their brightest than a 
eiond overshadows them, and hopes and antici- 
pations no sooner seem most promising, than 
like dissolving views they fade away, giving 
place to a picture of a gloom and sadness. She 
crashed the paper in her hands, and then 
thrust it from her, as if its being out of sight 
eould remove the misery it had caused : as we 
shut our eyes when any unpleasing or obnoxious 
object appears before us. Why cannot we also 
close the mind and memory till what distresses 
us is passed away. 

But soon came tears, woman's best relief for 
sorrow, those drops from the storm clouds that 
hover over our heads from birth till death. 
But the tears of our youth resembled those of 
our old age no more than the soothing summer 
shower does the pelting of the winter storm. 
One is dispersed in a few moments by sun- 
shine, the other falls after the hurricane has 
destroyed every bark with which our little 
remaining store of happiness was freighted. 

VOL. II. I 
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And what was it soon brought the burning 
blush to Flora's cheeks, drying the tears as 
they fell ? 'Twas the recollection of her con- 
fession of attachment for Guy. 'Twas the. 
struggle between love and indignation at this 
insult, this injury. She felt degraded in her 
own estimation, since Guy was thus degraded by 
rejecting her. And Flora thought she knew 
the true reason — it was not only because his 
father wished him to marry Charlotte Havi- 
land, not only that by disobeying him he 
would involve himself in diflBculties, but be- 
cause she was a nameless, may be, low born 
orphan ; she had, on the very day he alluded 
to, confessed the lowly obscurity in which her 
early years had been passed, that her only 
claim to relationship with the Vallacks, was 
from her mother being the illegitimate child of 
her benefactress's father — and thus he had with- 
drawn his love. 

" His hve^^^ cried Flora, indignantly, 1^ I 
hope that was not love ; I hope love is a purer, 
brighter, more enduring feeling than that. 
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Had I done aught to degrade myself or him, he 
might Lave acted thus, but he is visiting the 
sins of my parents on me, and the mean spirit 
that could thus influence him can never as- 
simulate with mine. And if what Mr. Crofton 
said, was true, and he has for years been en- 
gaged to Miss Haviland, his treachery is doubly 
great. And now 1 must go back to Trelighthen 
and try to be as I was before I knew him. I 
must forget him." 

Forget him — poor silly Flora — how calmly, 
how confidently she could say this — and how 
calmly and confidently many another woman 
has said likewise. 

It is asserted that one pain will deaden 
another, and perhaps two troubles falling at 
the same time, in some measure lighten each 
other. 

Flora Vallack rose from the bed on which 

she had throv\n herself, after reading Guy 

Crofton's letter, and resumed her attendance iu 

flick room, almost reproaching herself for her 
I 3 
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late selfish sorrow, when she saw the concerB 
and uneasiness shewn by Herbert Trevennon, 
as he turned from the bed on which his dear 
aunt lay. It was the first time he had bor 
trayed any doubt of her recovery, and as Flora 
took his plac^ by her side, she resolved to 
grieve for no other loss, provided this best of 
friends were spared to her. 

If the feelings of a medical man are not 
deadened, as some tell us they are, his anxiety 
and heart trembling as he watches the pro- 
gress of disease in a wife or child, or dear 
relative, must be most acute. He can trace 
every step ; he knows when the sentence is 
gone forth, and human aid no longer available 
— the hopes of sanguine friends cannot deceive 
him ; be can almost calculate the moment at 
which he shall lose what he holds so dear. He 
understands now, the anguish others have felt 
while they breathlessly watched his countenance 
as he held the hand of their dearest earthly 
treasure. And though the crisis passes, and a 
faint glimmer of hope revives, he scarcely 
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d&te& to whisper it to his own heart, though 
hb would confidently havo proclaimed it to 
them. His wishes and feelings now might 
deceiye him, and the sanguine trust of the 
husband or fath^ blind the otherwise sharp- 
dghted perception of the physician. 

Something like this wad it with Herbert 
Trevennon, 

The certainty of Mrs. Vallack's recovery 
was felt by all, before he himself had faith in 
it. The danger was slowly passing away, 
while he could scarcely persuade himself it no 
longer existed; and then he resigned part of his 
own responsibility to the nurse — ^^twas she 
must keep aliye the flickering flame he had, 
with so much difficulty, prevented from ex- 
piring. And a tender, untiring nurse Flora 
was, and blest is any man or woman who has 
one such hovering near in the time of sickness. 
What a variety of little delicacies she was 
every hour bringing a morsel of to tempt the 
languid appetite, what a number of little 
agreeable pieces of intelligence she seemed to 
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have forgotten, till the very moment the 
invalid wanted amusement, and what a knac]^ 
she had, Mr. Yallack said, of putting the pil- 
lows exactly in the most comfortable position — 
every, one wanted to do everything in their 
power, but Flora alone seemed to know how 
and when to do it, and when he saw her in 
such a new, more endearing character, I am 
not sure whether the selfish old man was not 
glad in his heart Crofton had not taken such a 
treasure away from them. 

Many are there who will, with unmeasured 
kindness, attend a sick friend through a short 
illness, but it is during the tedious period of 
lingering sickness, or a long protracted recovery 
that the fond, endearing nurse is known and 
tried — where almost unceasing attention is re- 
quired, both towards body and mind. Weak- 
ness and suflfering often sour the sweetest 
tempers ; the nerves and patience sorely tried, 
will exact with petulance or peevishness what- 
ever is required ; and some slight slackening of 
daily and hourly duties call forth complaining 
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murmurs. 'Tis then the nurse is proved, and 
the pure gold of heart-— dictating assiduity, 
known from the alloy of mercenary, interested 
attendance. 

And here Flora's sterling. worth was evinced. 
How that month of trouble had matured her 
q)irit and character. What experience she 
had gained. Guy Crofton's love had lighted 
on her as a free, careless, enthusiastic girl, his 
faithless desertion had left her a thoughtful, 
deep feeling woman, But now she knew her 
value to others, and for then^ she would live 
henceforth. 

The autumn was fast closing in, and Mr. 
Vallack was anxious to get his wife removed 
to Trelighthen, before it became too cold and 
wet to undertake such a long journey with 
safety to her. Still Herbert advised their lin- 
gering; fatigue or excitement might cause a 
relapse, and as he had business which might 
perhaps take him into Cornwall, in a few weeks, 
the visitors were prevailed on to prolong their 
stay. 
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There was, however, no further necessity for 
Flora to confine herself so entirely to the house; 
and whenever Herbert went to see a patient in 
the country, he insisted on driving her ont to 
get change of air. The fresh breeze would 
bring the roses into her cheeks, and her tempo- 
rary animation made her something like the 
Flora of other days, but the languor and Ust- 
lessness soon returned. She had had an object 
for exertion during Mrs. Vallaok's illness, and 
all her thoughts seemed absorbed in that one 
cause for hope and fear; but that was over, and 
as the others had regained their spirits, she 
ought to have become enlivened also. It 
might be owing to constant watching and 
atigue — some conjectured, though Herbert 
thought diflferently, and during one of their 
long rides, when alone, he sought and obtained 
Flora's entire confidence. 

" Then I must show my thorough contempt 
for him, if you forbid my demanding any ex- 
planation. Flora. I must show my indignation 
at his conduct, by striking him from my list of 
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Mends. His father's conduct I can well und^r- 
atand, but I thought better of Guy — he should 
not have sought and won your heart if there 
existed the slightest shadow of a doubt or 
reason why he could not make you' his wife. 
As to his letter, I cannot understand it — thfere 
seems something he is afraid to tell-^some 
subterfuge ; at any rate, no man can be quite 
honourable if, after gaining a woman's love, he 
hesitates to give every open and explicit 
reason for withdrawing his further addresses. 
His merely saying a cause exists is not sufficient, 
if he does not explain it. It may be looked 
on in the light of a prevarication, and almost 
implies his own unworthiness, or that of the 
lady. 

"But now, dear Flo, as I have been partly 
to blame in introducing Guy to Trelighthen, 
and in allowing him to come to my house for 
the estimable purpose of seeking you as his 
wife, I must beg that you will never again 
permit him to renew the slightest acquaintance 
I 5 



178 THE »EXT OP inr, 

with you, without my knowledge. His eon- 
duct at present is inexplicable, bnt he may, at 
some future time, profess to have thought betteif 
of it, and sue for pardon. Shun him, or give 
no reply till you communicate with me." 

" Oh Herbert," cried Flora proudly, " can 
you beliere I ever again would listen to one 
word, or read one line from Guy Crofton? I 
was, perhaps, too easily won the first time, but 
it would take ten- fold more love than 1 ever 
felt for him to induce me to receive him 
again." 

" That's my own spirited Flo of old days,^^ 
0ried Mr» Trevennon grasping her hand warmly, 
'^ and now that I see there is no occasion for 
my prescribing a stimulant, let us banish this 
unworthy subject altogether." 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Whenever any trouble had fallen on Flora, or 
^he felt at all low-spirted, she would go and 
take a long walk alone; and seldom found herself 
in the green fields or hedge-rows, or even 
on the dusty turnpike road, without feeling 
cheered, or at least better able to bear her 
little weight of care. But this was at Tre- 
iighthen, where to be sure her sorrows were 
light and evanesoent enough. Since she had 
left that peaceful home, heavier griefs had 
fallen on her ; but still Flora determined to try 
her old remedy; and knowing that if she men- 
tioned aay intention of walking, either her 
papa or Mrs. Trevennon would offer to accom- 
pany her, she slipped away without saying a 
word to any one, just as if merely going an 
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errand in the town. She found her way 
through some very pleasant meadows, and then 
out into the road, intending to hurry home the 
shortest way, i^eing a heavy storm coming. 
But the clouds broke when she was still a mile 
from Shiiffleborough, and no shelter, no house 
near but one she was not particularly incline4 
to enter. Getting wet, however, was worse 
than even a morning visit to those disagreeable 
Miss Lillicraps, so, with a feeling something 
between disgust and humiliation, Flora opened 
the iron gate, walked round the gravel walk, 
and rang at the door of Downie Villa. 

No poor unlucky snail whose evil genius had 
prompted it to seek shelter in a wasp's nest, 
could have met with a more horrible fate than 
did poor Flora Vallaok. Stinging to death is 
just the same torture whether it be with 
poisoned darts or poisoned words. 

But a word or two of the Miss Lillicraps. 
Miss Jane and Miss Catherine were ladies flut- 
tering between the ages of forty and fifty 
without courage to step over the brink, though 
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their dress and manners would have been con? 
Bidered rather unbecomingly juvenile in women 
of five-and-twenty. 

They attended their church very regularly ; 
sometimes singing with the choir in the gallery, 
and sometimes superintending the good and 
bad conduct of the Sunday scholars round the 
^tar steps. Numerous were the frocks and 
pinafores they were said to have made for 
fatherless and motherless children; and unr 
doubted were the cures they performed by 
means of home-made pills and powders. They 
were great contributors of pincushions, doUs^ 
and pen- wipers for fancy fairs, in aid of church 
missions, and carried large treasures of divinity 
about with them in black silk bags to read and 
expound to all the sick or reprobate in the 
parish. We will therefore call them, as their 
worthy rector did, " useful members of so- 
ciety." 

How it was they never got married was a 
mystery to many, especially as they had each a 
small well managed income, and were fre- 
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quM^jT beard to expatiate on their expecta- 
ikm extending no farther than the sublimity 
of t genteel establishment and mutual lore. 

Twas said they had left no stone unturned 
under which they could hope to find a husband ; 
•till with all their perseverance, ^^ nobody seemed 
ooming to marry them, nobody came to woo»" 

liiss Jane was lately considered to bare re- 
tijred rather in disgust at the insensibility of 
qoien generally ; and showed how little she cared 
tbout them by declaring, that it was her opinion 
when a woman escaped from the dominion or 
authority of her father or brothers, she must 
be a fool to put herself, voluntarily, into a state 
of dependence and bondage to a husband ; and 
had only her own folly to blame if she found 
the yoke a heavy one ; and as to the said falling 
in love, she had all her life heard so much of, 
she was not yet quite sure whether it was 
right or proper ; at any rate she always had a 
great horror of it herself; henceforth she in- 
tended to be as invulnerable as if she had been 
dipped in tlie Styx." 
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There were some persons illnatured enough to 
sayber retreat was only a sham, and she would be 
ready to dart out again should any unproteoted, 
well to do in the world bachelor or widower 
stray within her snares ; for the longer women 
remain single, the more anxious they are 
to get married, they never give up the idea 
whatever age they lived to, or under any cir- 
ioumstances. 

Of course this was only scandal against Miss 
Jane. 

Miss Catherine made no secret of her matri- 
monial intentions, never suffering a single man 
to be long acquainted with her without assail- 
ing him with the most sisterly attentions. 
(By-the-bye always beware of a woman when 
she proposes to treat you as a brother.) 

She found out his weak point — and what 
man is there without one — flattered him on it 
— doted on it herself — had often wished she 
could meet with some one who had that par- 
ticular trait in his character, and knew it was 
congenial to her own sentiments. 
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She always happened to be accidentally 
walking the same road at the same hour the 
gentleman did; and as she affected great 
jayenility did not at all mind being seen 
climbing over gates, or scrambling through 
hedges, if she spied the object of her pursuit at 
a distance. 

Numerous were the lovers she boasted of 
having had ; but they all seemed to have 
proved faithless ; and Miss Catherine was said 
to have broken her heart so often, that you 
could not help fancying it must only be a very 
patched, cracked affair by that time. Hers 
were never silent sorrows, or unimparted mor- 
tifications. She poured forth the bitterest in- 
vectives, both against the recreant knights and 
the true ladies of their love; she undertook 
crusades into the holy land of the infidels, 
carrying with her every force she could col- 
lect to annoy them ; and so bitterly would 
she preach against them and the partners of 
their homes, that it required all the well- 
known spite of her character to be remembered 
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ill order to withstand her attack, and prevent 
the mischief she meditated. 

Mr. Trevennon used to say she displayed all 
the ferocity of the tiger, with the playfolness 
of the kitten^ and was, therefore, rather too 
dangerous to come in contact with more than 
could be helped. It was he, also, made the 
most saucy remarks about her still adhering 
to the custom of her ancestors — in barbarous 
times — of painting her face — and who specu- 
lated very impudently on the nature and name 
of the white powder, with which she filled up 
the crevices in her skin ; paying her no other 
compliment, when she was properly made up^ 
than that she reminded him of something Pope 
said about a " Death's head enamelled." 

Whenever Catherine had an *^ object in 
view," she was untiring in the chase ; got her 
friends to make up a pic-nic, and always gave 
a small evening party, to show what admir- 
able pastry and gelatine blanc-mange she could 
make. She played sprightly airs, and sang 
arch songs, to a wheezy piano— age uncertain 
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— and would declare, in her pretty little 
naive, childish way, as she perhaps sat on a 
low stool, ^^ that she was so fond of matching, 
she was quite unhappy if everything was not 
in pairs, and declared she once cried dread- 
fully, and lost her appetite a whole day, owing 
to Jane handing her coffee at breakfast to her 
in an odd cup and saucer." 

Had the present system of Lottery Mar- 
riages prevailed, at that time. Miss Catherine 
Lillicrap would have unceasingly taken tickets 
till she drew a prize. 

But 'tis time to enter the house with Flora. 

The Miss Lillicraps were seated in their 
front parlour, from which they had full view 
of the road, for some distance ; and, as it was 
about one o'clock, they were supposed to be 
taking luncheon — that is, on a table was placed 
a tray, on which was a cake, whose duty it 
was to make its appearance every day at that 
hour, and not to shrink from a threatened in- 
cision, should a visitor chance to come in. Two 
bottles of wine guarded this, and being gene- 
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rally seen half full, led to the supposition that^ 
Kke the cake, they were only meant to be 
pointed at with an inviting gesture. Very 
few were forgiven if they accepted these offers. 
Here was, also, a plate of gingerbread, at 
which the ladies seemed to have been nibbling ; 
and lov^-er down was about a pound of cheese, 
a two-penny loaf, and a diminutive jug o 
beer— at all of which one of Queen Besses 
maids of honour would have snapped her fin- 
gers, and swallowed in a moment. Opposite 
this table sat a brother of the Lillicraps, 
who did not reside with them, being engaged 
as agent in some iron works, or coal works, or 
copper works, or powder works, nobody could 
ever exactly tell which ; and he seldom fully 
explained, being considered to have accepted 
the situation merely as a little amusing means 
of preventing idleness. He wished you clearly 
to understand that emolument was a secondary 
consideration ; and he meant some day to vin- 
dicate his gentility by setting up as a private 
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gentleman on an estate of his own, as soon as 
he could meet with one to suit his views. Mr« 
Lillicrap's views being rather peculiar, or his 
taste hard to please, was very likely why he 
had taken so many years to effect this declared 
intention. 

On two stools sat two children ; but they 
had no further claims to relationship with Mr* 
Lillicrap, or his sisters, otherwise than being 
the offsprings of a very imprudent match made 
by a younger sister, who having married a 
clerk in some foreign office, with a small salary, 
deemed it expedient on her last visit to leave 
them behind for a week to become better ac- 
quainted with their dear aunts. The week ez^ 
tended into a month, and even a year, the boy 
and girl being no further acknowledged by 
their parents than an occasional letter, expres^ 
sive of the writer's happiness at the darlings 
being in a home where they were so comfort- 
able ; followed by a regret that now, however, 
they must come and claim them, hoping, with- 
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out fail, to be at Downie Villa in a week or 
two at farthest. 

It is almost needless to say that identical 
week never arrived. 

I have read somewhere of a curioiis insect 
which deposits its eggs in a wasp's nest, that 
the young may be fed and brought up by 
these unnatural protectors — very much of this 
&shion was there in Mrs. Lofton's leaving her 
children to the tender mercies of h3r old-maid 
sisters. 

However, we have nothing to do with the 
expedients parents might find necessary or 
agreeable to adopt in the rearing of their off- 
spring—considerable amusement might doubt- 
less be derived from such researches, but we 
have no time to spare. 

A maliciously triumphant glance was ex- 
changed by the sistei:a' as Flora laughingly 
said — " the shower seemed to insist on her pay- 
ing her long promised visit to Downie Villa,'^ 
while in the fulness of their joy at having such 
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a victim within their power, they insisted on 
her joining their humble tifl&n. 

" A bit of cake, a biscuit, just an inch of 
bread and cheese, or, at least, a glass of wine 
must not be refused." 

Flora had often been warned against ac- 
cepting Miss Lillicrap's hospitality, so she de- 
clined all except the biscuit. 

She was evidently ignorant of the news 
their brother had just brought, and this height- 
ened the pleasure they felt at the chastisement 
they meditated inflicting on one who had so 
unwarrantably obtained several admirers, and, 
at least, one or two lovers, while they were still 
left to rail at grapes that came not within their 
reach. 

Miss Lillicrap was not a person to break 
bad news gradually to one principally inter- 
ested in it She adopted none of those tor- 
tuous, twisting circumlocutions which, like the 
insiduous twining of the boa-constrictor, pre- 
pare the victim for its inevitable fate. She 
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did not bring her hearer, gradually, by ingeni- 
ous artifices, to link each allusion together till 
he was prepared to bear the whole weight of 
the chain with resignation — nor did her inti- 
mations pirouette round till, at length, it be- 
came a relief to look steadily at the actual 
calamity — ^neither brought she forward any 
counter-evidence to give her listener a hope of 
her information having been derived from a 
doubtful source ; but boldly, plainly, and un- 
shrinkingly would she at once plunge her 
panic-struck slave into the tossing billows of 
the sea of despond. 

" Did you pass Peagam's the pastry-cook's, 
Miss Vallack, and see the magnificent cake — 
Mr. Crofton's wedding-cake I mean. Of course 
you know he is to be married to Charlotte 
Haviland next week, quite a love match, as 
she has very little money, but they have been 
sweethearts fjom childhood. I was just saying 
to brother how seldom it is an attachment 
between two young people meets with the 
cordial consent and approbation of friends on 
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both sides, that this does. It is hurried up 
rather quicker at the last than was expected| 
but I hear the lover got so impatient he would 
wait no longer. But bless me, how pale you 
are — ^to be sure I am not the first to tell you 
this news. I thought you had got oyer your 
disappointment; now, do let me give you a 
glass of wine, just the least drop," and Miss 
Lillicrap placed her fore-finger on the stopper 
of the decanter, but took it off again the mo^ 
ment Flora shook her head. 

What a load fell on poor Flora's heart — she 
thought, too, she had overcome the disappoint- 
ment — and now, in addition to this, she found 
she should have to endure the ill-natured 
remarks of the world. 

We could all better bear misfortunes if it 
were not for the remarks other people make on 
tiiem. A Ipss, or a mortification, known only 
to ourselves, is not half so affecting as one 
every body is aware of, and feels privileged to 
oomment on. 

It was in vain she tried to turn the conver • 
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sation, her tormentors seemed to gloat over, 
and enjoy the misery she was trying to hide. 
The eyes of sisters and brother glared horridly 
on her, and yet if she attempted to leave the 
house precipitately, she would only afford them 
a double triumph ; nothing remained for her 
then but to swallow a crumb of biscuit the 
wrong way, and have a violent fit of coughing ; 
after which she was so far relieved as to make 
one or two remarks about the Croftons. 

^' Well, after all, I don't think you need fret 
about him," resumed Miss Lillicrap, " for I am 
told he is shockingly gay." 

" Johnson's Dictionary " gives the meaning 
of this word ffat/ as being " airy," " cheerful," 
" merry," frolicksome ;" but Johnson seems to 
have been woefully ignorant of the real mean- 
ing assigned to it. To be gay, as Miss Lilli- 
crap used the word, means, when applied to a 
young man, a gambler, a. roue^ a drunkard, a 
breaker of hearts and heads — ^in short, a person 

VOL. IL K 
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qU modest women ought to shim with Lueretian 
horror* 

. Which of these epithets Miss Lillicrap paiv 
ticularly applied to Guy, Ekra did not inquire; 
hut she tried to say, in as steady a voice as 
possible, that she hoped he would be happy« 

" Well, my dear, I am sure that is very 
good-natured of you, for every one said it was 
most unprincipled of him to flirt so much with 
you when he knew he was engaged to 
another." 

Mr. Lillicrap now seemed to recollect that a 
gentleman was not quite justified in sitting 
listening to an unsuccessful love tale of a lady 
who was present, so he rose, expressing an 
intention of taking the children for a walk, as 
the rain had ceased ; a proposal acceded to by 
his sisters under the hope of elidting from 
Flora some particulars of her estrangement irith 
Guy Croffcon. 

The poor little male and female charges 
before alluded to having eaten their one ginger-* 
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biMdnut, had, during fte^onveisaticm, amused 
thfiiinBelTes mik pokii^ their fingers throi^ 
tkerouiud hales in the hrass-fender, varied by 
the eeeretly-indulged exeitement of pniling out 
the \¥<0rrted from the ta«sels of the stools they 
sat on ; these grati^cations^ like all others when 
pniC8«ied too long, produced satiety and weari- 
ness ; they, therefore, had settled their early 
heads, as comfortably as circumstances would 
admit of, against the wall, and resigned the 
common, wide-awaks world in which they were 
most insignificant creatures for a dreamy one 
<rf their own, in which they played the most 
pirGoninent parts. 

The bustle of waking them up ga^e Flora an 
opportunity of rising also, ^amd preparing to 
depart ; when rather to the vexation of the old 
maids, she effect her 'escape Just as Mr. LiUi'^ 
csaf) was setting off up the road, leadii^ the 
little boy by etne ha/nd, and the girl by the 
other — ^like the wicked uncle of the^Babes in 
tiw Wood- 
K 3 
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Who cannot guess Flora's feelings as she 
hurried along. She had persuaded herself scorn 
was all she felt towards Guy Crofton ; but now 
that every shadow of that undefinable chance 
which was to clear away the mystery of his 
late conduct had passed, and all was so fully 
revealed by the fact of his marriage with 
another, she became aware of the truth — 
namely, that a small spark of love had still 
remained hidden in her heart, ready to be re- 
kindled at the moment of Guy's reappearance 
and contrition. 

Flora knew there have been matches where 
the lady has felt and avowed no attachment for 
the husband her friends or parents chose for 
her — women are not always allowed to be free 
agents — ^but that a man could, from any cir- 
cumstances whatever, be induced or compelled 
to marry one to whom he was indifferent, 
shewed a great want of spirit, or a mean sub- 
jection she could only despise. 

Guy might, perhaps, have been frightened- 
by his father's threat of disinheritance into 
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giving her up; but there was no other apparent 
motive for his marrying Charlotte Haviland, 
but his love. Mr. Croftoa himself conld have 
no other reason for urging the match than the 
prevention of his son's acting dishonourably 
towards one he had so long been attached to, 
and had, no doubt, looked on his sudden passion 
for herself, as only a result of unbecoming 
encouragement on her part. 

Flora was walking along, urging on herself 
every argument she could think of in proof of 
the necessity for total forgetfulness of all the 
past as connected with Guy Crofton, when an 
old man, who was slowly approaching, touched 
his hat on meeting her, and stopped, as if to 
address her. It was rather a lonely situation, 
and no house or person near, and believing he 
intended to beg, she, without waiting to be 
importuned, gave him all the pence she had 
with her, and tried to pass him. 

" Thank you, lady,'' said the man, still hold- 
ing the money in his hand, ^^ it was not exactly 
to beg that I stopped you, though every 
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ffirthiog is needfiil and acceptable to me ; bist 
it was to inqoire my waj to Armitage Hall, to 
Mr. Crofton^s-^-I wanted — they told me in tfat 
town it lay aomewhare out this road ; but I 
have been ooa some distance and baek agan 
without finding it — may be you will be kind 
eoou^ to direct me.'^ 

^^ Am I oyer to hear of Armitage and the 
Croftons," thought .Flora. "You have ecvme 
on too &r,'^ said she aloud — " you should have 
taken the road to the left just after you crossed 
the bridge, there is a large gateway with 
pillars, you cannot mistake it.^' 

The man again thanked Flora, and walked 
on, at about her own pace in the middle of the 
road, while she kept to the little raised 
pathway, 

" You look as if you had been ill lately," 
said she, in a kind tone, when she looked 
towards him. 

** I have been ill, ma'am, both in body and 
mind, as I may say ; I have been in a school 
where only trouble was to be learned, and I 
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was long a sdiolar there/' he added^ in a 
low tone, as if talking to himself rather than to 
her. 

He turned his face towards her, as if to see 
who it could be took any interest in him. There 
was an expression of hopeless misery on the 
man's countenance, such as Flora had seldom 
witnessed — not sorrow that fadeth away with 
time, as for the loss of friends, nor even the 
haggard gauntness of penury, but whole years 
of spiritless dejection, and energy crushed 
beneath a harder task-master than hunger or 
disease. 

Flora wondered what he could want at 
Armitage, if not to beg; for as to work it 
seemed useless for such an emaciated creature 
to ask for any. 

She had always been accustomed in Cornwall 
to relieve every case of distress which, on in- 
vestigation, proved to be deserving of it, and 
with the recollection of her own early poverty, 
ever in her mind, she could seldom persuade 
herself to avoid an opportunity of doing all in 
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her power for any object that excited her 
pity. 

That she had often been imposed on she 
knew very well; but then she always comforted 
herself with the reflection that it was better to 
give indiscriminately, than by refusing all to 
lose the chance of assisting a really destitute 
fellow-creature. 

*^ Have you had any medical advice ?" she 
asked, as she rather slackened her pace to suit 
the old man's languid steps. 

He looked up at her again, with a glance 
that seemed to ask, who would prescribe for 
one who had no means of paying for it. He 
shook his head, and Flora thought she under- 
stood his meaning. 

'' If you will come to Mr.Trevennon's surgery 
to-morrow morning, he will, I am sure, give 
you something to relieve your cough, I will 
speak to him when I return, and tell him I 
desired you to call — that is," she added, '' if 
you wish to ask his advice." 

'^ Bless you, ma'm," said the man, in a trem- 
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bling voice; "yours are the first words of 
kindness I have heard since I returned to 
England, or since I left it/* he muttered. 
** May I ask the name of one who takes such 
pity on me ?" 

" Oh, you need only ask for Mr. Trevennon," 
said Flora, purposely misunderstanding him — 
for not knowing what business he could have 
with Mr. Crofton, she wished to avoid any 
chance of his speaking of her — she never wished 
her name to be again mentioned in Armitage 
Hall. 

They had now reached the cross-roads, and 
after directing him aright. Flora bade the poor 
man good morning. 

But her adventures for that day were not 
over yet. Just as she entered the town, and 
was pausing a moment at the comer of a street 
before venturing to pass amidst the bustle of 
carts and carriages, a handsome phaeton, belong- 
ing to the Croftons, rolled by, and in it was 
seated Guy, with Charlotte Haviland, on whose 
K 3 
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lap lay her fat poodle, which Guy had always 
professed an abomination for : and if Dash 
looked with contempt on the vulgar curs who 
were obliged to trudge along in the mud and 
soil their paws, his mistress certainly seemed 
to be congratulating herself she was so consi- 
derably elevated above the bespattered boots of 
her late rival. A half-sneering bow was all she 
vouchsafed the splashed and draggled Miss 
Vallack, while Guy, after pretending to be too 
much occupied in passing a waggon dexter- 
ously to observe her at all, turned a moment 
after with evident admiration to his elegantly- 
dressed companion, and thus they passed out 
of sight. 

Not Zenobia, led as a captive before the 
chariot in which she had expected to be drawn 
as a conqueror, could have felt more grief 
and mortification at her fallen state, than did 
poor Flora A'allack, as, with vexed and sad- 
dened thoughts, she pursued her weary steps 
towards home. 
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CHAPTER XL 



Wb must now follow the wayfarer to Armitago, 
where it is not without some difficulty he was 
admitted. Mr. Crofton gave audience to him 
at length in his library, and it was when the 
interview had lasted about half-an-hour, that 
we will intrude on them. 

The man still stood at the bottom of the . 
table, not having been asked to sit down. Mr. 
Crofton was trying to lounge carelessly and 
haughtily in the easy chair. 

" You see you have no possible further claim 
upon me," he said. 

" No, sir," replied the man ; '* no other 
claim than the poor, disgraced rogue has on 
the rich, successful employer, who made a tool 
of hinx." 
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^' I don^t see the allusion at all," retorted 
Mr. Crofton, turning over some books indif- 
ferently. " You acknowledge the child was 
not long with you when you lost her; and 
surely, the handsome remuneration t gave } ou 
more than repaid for any expense she could 
have been. Had you taken the trouble to 
trace her, or could give me any information of 
her since, it would be a diflferent thing." 

" You know sir as well as I do, that I gat 
put into prison at that very time, and when a 
man has the prospect of ten years' transporta- 
tion before his eyes, he does not feel very 
, anxious to look after other people's affairs. 
My wife told me when she came to see me 
that the girl ran away at the very moment I 
was nabbed, and she had never heard anything 
more of her or what became of her." 

'^ Well, you see the whole matter contracts 
itself into a nutshell. There are, I dare «ay, 
many other married men besides myself who 
have a son or a daughter they may not feel 
particularly desirous of allowing to come in 
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contact with their wives and families. This 
girl's mother was dead, and I saw no other 
prospect before her but the parish or my main- 
taining her. I met with you who were very 
willing to bring her up as your own child in 
the trade you then followed; I paid you 
a munificent sum for her maintenance or ap- 
prenticeship whichever you chose to consider 
it, and instead of taking proper care of her, 
you in a little time lost her, or made away 
with her ; upon my word I don't know which." 
*' Mr. Crofton don't accuse me of more 
oriines than I have on my conscience already," 
said the man tre Sibling. " I have told you 
the truth ; and though 1 may as you say have 
no actual claim upon you, yet I know of no 
other human being to apply to. I have told you 
I don't want money ; I only want employment ; 
save me from beggary and what so often follows 
it, crime. I have known too well the bitter 
punishment that would and does follow sin; 
most of my wretched companions in exile were 
first tempted by starvation, and I made many 
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a TOW then that, if ever I reached England 
again, I would leave no means untried of be- 
coming an industrious and an honest man. 
You must employ many in your service; give 
me any situation, however humble ; make me 
a gate-keeper, or under bailiff, anything. You 
know, Mr. Crofton, that when first I became 
acquainted with you, I was in a respectable 
employment, even you did not disdain to notice 
the warehouse clerk of the same firm where 
you were cashier. I, like many others, fell 
into low company, loved a wandering life 
better than a settled steady one, and as I told 
you when we again met at that village, I mar-p 
ried the widow and succeeded to the travelling 
property of a showman I had once associated 
with. I won't excuse any of the many little 
dirty paltry actions I was guilty of in the way 
of my calling, but that horse-stealing case for 
which I was transported was my only actual 
theft. In what light you may look upon this 
aflEair of your child I know not, you tempted 
me, and I was too weak, too unprincipled to 
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resist ; but I have often thought it has brought 
a curse upon me." 

The man stopped and wiped the perspiration 
from his forehead, looking at the same time 
towards one of the rich morocco chairs as if he 
would fain but dare not sink down on it. He 
had made an unlucky allusion to Mr. Crofton's 
former station ; whatever he might have 
thought of doing for him before was instantly 
banished. It would never do to have one near 
who had it in his power to speak of the great 
owner of Armitage, as a cashier in a merchant's 
office, and as to recommending him to any one 
else, Mr. Crofton persuaded -himself his con- 
science would not permit him to give a 
chsuracter to a returned convict — the fellow must 
be got rid of —sent to a distance — ^he was evi- 
dently in a bad state of health and would die 
soon. He was not much afraid of him a^ far 
as he was concerned about Mr. Arraitage's next 
of kin, the man only knew her as an illegi- 
timate child of his own, and there was every 
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probability she was by this time either dead^ 
or so completely lost sight of, that it would be 
impossible to prove her identity. 

Mr. Crofton had now been so many years 
unmolested in the possession of Mr. Armitage's 
property, that he had quite ceased to dread 
any chance of being deprived of it. The link 
in the chain that galled him most was where 
Mr. Haviland so tightly grasped him as the 
future father-in-law of his daughter, he dreided 
and yet longed for the hated marriage to be 
over ; then he could safely brave and defy that 
insolent man who had for so many years held 
him in subjection-; ^.hey must then sink or rise 
together ; if aught happened to endanger the 
safety of the lord of Armitage and his heir, 
that man must tremble and dread it too. 

Then, also, he would wrench from him the 
whole secret about these proofs be possessed, 
and if there was deep guilt in Haviland's share 
of it, how he would grind, and torture, and 
madden him, and threaten him. Oh, Mr. 
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Crofton would have his revenge, then, when he 
had paid the penalty of his own wickedness by 
the sacrifice of his son. 

The usurper did not think all this while his 
dupe stood before him, but he had often dwelt 
upon it ere that, and even the appearance of 
poor Tapley at such an untoward moment added 
to his bitterness. He was angry, cross, and 
chafed ; therefore, imprudent and reckless. 

" There is a sovereign for you," said he 
impatiently ; " my advice to you is, go to 
Witcham, which is, I believe, your native 
parish ; there they must do something for you ; 
and all I can promise is, that if you settle 
there, I will add a trifle to whatever allowance 
they make you." 

Tapley hesitated a moment, as if undecided 
whether he would take up the money or not. 
Perhaps he remembered that one on whom the 
law had set its mark, was not safe in defying 
such a powerful adversary as Mr. Crofton might 
prove, so he checked whatever he had intended 
urging or retorting, and putting the sovereigu 
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into his watstcoat podtet, he withdrew iii 
lilem^e. 

^^He gave me this for trayelling expense 
to a parish workhouse," said he, as soon as he 
was again beyond the gates of the park. ^ I 
wUl use it as travelling expenses, but my steps 
shall be bent to Tattlefield, where I took that 
child from, maybe she returned there, and 
knows not that her fother is a wealthy man, 
and can and ought to maintain her. If I help 
her to .a oomfortable subsistence^ surely she 
will afford me a trifle out of it, at any rate till 
I can get work. Even if she is not there, I 
shall learn more particulars about her, fbr 
I have no terms to keep now with Mr. Crofton. 
Had he helped me, or even treated me kindly, 
I would have held his secret safe ; now I must 
make the most out of it I can. 

Mr. Trevennon gave the poor man whom 
Flora recommended to him, some medicine and 
a prescription to take with him. Mrs. Tre- 
vennon supplied him with a hearty meal, and 
Fl(nra with a trifle of money. Once he looked 
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up enquinnglj, wbea he heard her caUad 
" PlorOj" but the servant directly after ad- 
dressing her as '^ Miss Yallaok/' he took no 
further notice. ISo inquiry was made about his 
visit to Axmitage, nor as to his future destina* 
tion ; he was oi>ly considered as one of Flora's 
many objects of charitable interest, and as such 
relieved kindly, and after an hour's rest, he 
took a respectful leave of her« 

^^ I cannot think what there is about that 
man makes me think I have seen him before," 
fiaid Flora when she returned to the parlour, 
^^ but I must be mistaken, for he said he had 
only been a few weeks in England after many 
years' absence." 

*^ Perhaps you have relieved him before 
darling, under some other sorrowful tale," sug* 
gested Mr. Vallack, who often teased Flora on 
some of the impositions she was subjected to 
in her indiscriminate charities, '^ perhaps the 
last time you met with him he had a large 
family ill of a fever and had buried his wife a 
few months ago. Oh Flo, Flo, I am sadly 
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u&%id I never shall properly be able to impress 
jwl with a right sense of all the enormity oF 
deceit and yillany there is in this world." 

*^ You should not be so severe on Flora, my 
dear, for what others would consider only an 
amiable weakness/' said Mrs. Vallack, smiling 
as she feebly turned her head on the pillow of 
the sofa, where she lay, over the arm of which 
Flora was leaning and watching the invalid 
with fond solicitude. 

" Amiable weakness — amiable trash," cried 
Mr. Vallack in one of his old testy tones, " no 
one dares accuse Flo, of * amiable weakness.' 
Defend me from a woman who suffers from 
* amiable weakness,' who makes every one uut 
comfortable when she reads in a newspaper the 
death of somebody she has perhaps seen twice 
in her life, who cannot see a spider or a flea 
put to death without shrieking, who is always 
having hysterics when any calamity happens, 
and she is most wanted to be useful — and who, 
if married, boasts of having such fondness for 
her children, she never could allow them to be 
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corrected, or who, if single, cannot make up 
her mind to despise and forget a fellow who 
has injured her. Amiable weakness is an 
abomination, though I know you pride yourself 
on its being one of your attributes. The ami- 
able weaknesses of a wife has kept many a 
husband on the first rail of the ladder instead 
of his mounting to the top of it. Flora, Who 
was that respectable philosopher who said, * it 
was no use for a man to be born fortunate, if 
he was unfortimate in his marriage.' He 
never said a truer thing in his life." 
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CHAPTER XIL 



Thbkr are some epochs in our existence, when 
we thiak all the light, all the attraction of life 
is passed and gone — after which our path is 
(mly to be amongst thorns and briars and dark 
labyrinths. But then again we suddenly come 
upon a bright, cheerful, open mead, after wend- 
ing through this valley of desolation, and up 
rises our spirit, and on we go once more, joyful 
and gay hearted, till we again enter another 
gloomy thicket of perplexities and troubles. I 
wonder how many of these dusky gloamings 
and sunlit glades, we meet with in our journey 
through life. 

It was in one of the very tangled mazes, 
that Flora Vallack found herself the day before 
Guy Crofton's wedding. She had striven and 
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sucoeeded-^that slia was sure of now — in, 
banishing every particle of love from her heart, 
ftiid the greatest and most certain proof of this 
xras the consciousness of Guy's nnwoFtfaineaB, 
aind 4^ hitter, disdainful, proud feeling his 
heartle^ness had roused witidsi faer. 

Still it ims not ^asouat to know she miet 
be there, so near, instead of down at peaceful 
old Trelighthen, where no one would speak of 
him. Here she would be told of the bride's ' 
di»8S, the bridegroom's happy looks, hear the 
bells ring, and feel every stroke on her heart ; 
and what can be more saddening, more dis- 
piiiftivLg than listening to the bells ring for the 
marriage of one we have loved — Perhaps see 
4to carriages pass. And all this within so 
fifbort a time when she sat by his side, and 
heard him swear never to love, never to marry 
aaiy but her. 

She had already been told much of the value 
ef the bride's trousseau, and also of tiie haughty 
ind^>endent way in which she affected to toeot 
her future husband, and of inuendoes about tat 
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impradent attachment she was suspected of 
for a Captain Vesper, whose wife, having run 
off with a gay Colonel, he was endeavouring to 
ohtain a divorce from, having already received 
handsome damages for her loss. Captain Yos- 
per being considered to stand in rather an 
equivocal position, was not countenanced by 
many ladies ; still Miss Haviland had flirted 
a great deal with him, when the regiment was 
at the Shuffleborough barracks, and many, 
thought it was a fortunate thing for Crofton's 
peace of mind that he had lately removed to a 
distant county. 

Flora was sorry to hear this, she would 
never like to know Guy was unhappy with the 
woman of his choice, and very sincerely hoped 
that in this, /as in some other instances, the 
worli had done Miss Haviland injustice. 

She had never felt impatient during Mrs. 
Vallack's long illness till now ; but on that day 
she was vexed, almost angry that any thing 
should have kept them so long at Shuffle- 
borotigh. ^Twas mortifying, annoying," she 
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said to herself as she fidgetted about her room, 
trying to be busy, and find employment for 
her hands, and some diversion for her thoughts. 

She would have given anything if the next 
four and twenty hours were passed, and 
thought that formidable to-morrow never 
would come and go. 

How often, in youth, we wish hours were 
minutes — when, in after life, we would gladly 
recal even a few of those seconds we so little 
value. Though Flora is the heroine of my 
tale, she was no true heroine of romance, not a 
high and lofty tragic heroine — so no one must 
think very ill of her when told she sat doAvn 
at last, and had, what women call, '' a good 
cry," 

She felt wonderfully better after this, and 
got up with a very fervent determination never 
again to make a fool of herself. She bathed 
her face, and then went down to the dravving- 
room where the others were waiting, as was 
VOL. IL L 
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very oft^n the case, for the protracted return 
of Mr. Trevennon to dinner. 

At last he came, bnt instead of his usual 
joking excuses or bantering apologies for his 
late arrivial, he hurried in, and after one anxious 
glance towards Flora, which she caught, went 
up to Mr. Vallack, and begged him to go with 
him into another room. 

Perhaps Flora's nerves were stretched, or 
particularly excitable just at that time, and so 
prompted her to believe Herbert's information 
was in some way connected with her, for she 
rushed up to him and seizing his hand, ex- 
claimed — 

" Herbert, dear Herbert, I am sure you have 
something dreadful to tell, it is about me, or 
you would not have looked at me so. Herbert, 
let me know it all." 

" Flora, my dear, I have little to tell, and, I 
may, after all, be mistaken,'' said Mr. Treven- 
non, thrown off his guard, and forgetting his 
intended caution and secresy, ^^I shall ex- 
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jdain it first to uncle Vallack, and hear, what 
he thinks and says.'' 

" No, no, Herbert, if you have any regard 
for me, let me hear it at once, whatever it is. 
You acknowledge it concerns me, and rfurely 
then I have a right to know it." 

And as Flora trembled and turned so very 
pale with her terror or apprehension, Mr. 
Vallack thought it best to request Trevennon 
to tell them at once ; anything was perhaps 
better than suspense in her present agitated 
state. 

^*Well, my dear girl, I have, as I said, 
little to tell you, but it makes me think it may 
be a clue respecting your parentage. You 
know I have all the week been attending 
young Fitztracy Maggs, for some im^inary 
illness he has — a broken heart, he calls it — if 
so I have no remedy — ^my firm belief is, he 
considers my most valuable prescription is 
getting me to talk of a certain young Mend of 
mine.'' 
L 2 
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Flora looked up in Mr. Trevennon's face 
imploringly, and he saw he conld not direct 
her anxious thoughts by a joke. 

*^ To-day, it seems, is his birthday, and he 
attains the venerable age of nineteen. I was 
requested, by him and Mrs. Maggs, to drink 
his health, which I did ; and then Fitz began 
telling me a most extraordinary story his 
father had related at breakfast, of some roman- 
tic adventure he met with on the very day he, 
Fitz, was born. How that a lady, a widow, 
called on him, and requested he would take 
charge of a packet of papers, which she said 
she highly valued, and would come and claim 
after her child was born. It was merely 
addressed to Mrs. James — " 

Here Flora started, and held her breath as 
she listened. James was the name her mother 
bore, and her own name, before the Vallacks 
had wished her to assume theirs. 

^' She never did come," added Mr. Treven- 
non, *^ and I rather think Fitz said she ordered 
them to be destroyed if not claimed." 
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'^Let us go at once to Mr. Maggs/' cried 
Flora, impatiently, ^^ every moment seems to 
turn my brain, and makes my heart throb 
more violently. Do, Herbert, come with me, 
it is more than a conjecture; I feel those 
papers surely belonged to my mother. You 
know," she added, turning to J&r. Vallack, 
'^ dear old Mr. Williams said she told him she 
left papers of all her family secrets with some 
lawyer, and that she wrote for them, but they 
never came. And what did he say also about 
her having put the certificate of her marriage 
with them, and that that \^ould show her 
husband's real name ?" 

Mr. Vallack was not sure or clear about his 
conversation on the subject with Mr. Williams; 
for he remembered the old gentleman was very 
doubtful of the truth of Mrs. James's story, 
and had said he never exactly believed in her 
marriage at all. 

But he would call the first thing in the 
morning on Mr, Maggs, and ast "11 he could 
tell, and have everything investigated. 
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" To-morrow, to-morrow, dear papa, dear 
Herbert — I could not live till to-morrow .wtth 
this uncertainty on my mind — ^pray, pray, let 
me go at once.'' 

" Then I wili^gd, Flora," said Mr. Vallack, 
trying to pacify and soothe her. ^^ A young 
lady is not quite the visitor for a lawyer's 
office.'^ 

^^ And ten chances to one but he has left by 
this time," said Mr. Trevennon. " Have some 
dinner. Flora, and we will consult about it, 
and see what is to be done. Becollect, we are 
only in uncertainty — we are only surmising— 
and, after all, you may be throwing away this 
amount of excitement and interest about a dull 
bundle of law papers, which donH, in the 
slightest degree, concern you, or any of us." 

But Flora scarcely heard Herbert's remark, 
she had caught the approving, indulgent look 
of compliance from her best friend, Mr. Val- 
lack, and flew away in a moment, to put on 
her bonnet and shawl, to accompany him to 
Mr. Maggs^s office 
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It was already getting dusk, and a small 
rain &iling, which Mrs. Treyennon suggested 
might considerably damage the crape on the 
mourning dress Flora still wore for old JSi. 
Carlyon ; but all was unheeded by the impa- 
tient girl, who seemed determined to calculate 
on no disappointment as the result of her en- 
qtiiries. 
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CHAPTEE XIIL 



Mb. Maggs was sitting in his ofiSce in mnch 
the same musing state, and on a somewhat 
similar sort of evening, as when we first intro- 
duced him, sitting there that very day nineteen 
years before. He was, also, at that moment, 
thinking of what had then so strangely hap- 
pened. And the incident, though, perhaps, 
forgotten for years, had been brought to his 
recollection by having, for the first time, told 
or alluded to it that morning on his son's birth- 
day. Why he had never, on any previous oc- 
casion, spoken of it at home, he could not per- 
haps have accounted for — probably, it was be- 
cause, for the first three or four years, he was 
unwilling to relate such a seemingly romantic, 
suspicious affair ; followed, too, as it had been, 
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by the mysterious loss of papers out of his 
office — a loss no lawyer likes to acknowledge. 
Time had obliterated it from his memory — 
and it was chiefly to amuse his seemingly de- 
clining, darling Fitz, that he had, at breakfast, 
on this anniversary of his birthday, told of the 
wonderful apparition, as he called it, of the 
young widow, who had paid him such a Will-o'- 
the- Wisp visit the very evening his dear boy 
was bom. 

" Altogether that was a very extraordinary 
affair," thought Mr, Maggs, pushing back his 
chair, as he rose to leave the office. 

Suddenly the door opened, and in hurried, 
what his aroused imagination believed to be, 
the identical young widow herself. 

The features, the figure, the complexion, all 
were the same — the mourning dress, too, com- 
pleted the likeness — and as Flora threw up her 
veil, and hurried over to the table, exclaim- 
ing — " Sir ! Mr. Maggs ! some papers were left 
with you by a ladj^ — where are they ? May 
L 5 
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I ask to see them !" he thought it could be na 
other than the widow or her apparition. 

By this time, Mr. Vallack, who had not 
been able to bound up the stairs so rapidly as 
Flora, entered, and apologised for their late 
visit, and the excitement of the young lady^ 
by briefly explainmg the case. 

Here was an awkward position for Mr. 
Maggs to be placed in. The young lady might 
indeed be the widow's daughter ; but he had 
lost the proofs and the papers, which would 
help to identify her. He, moreover, found 
she was the beautiful girl to whom his son was 
so ardently attached. He had never seen her 
before ; but he no longer wondered at Fitz's 
infatuation ; and here he might have had it in 
his power to do her the greatest service, and 
thus ensure her returning the love of his 
professedly heart-broken boy, and yet was un- 
able to do so from some untoward, unexplain- 
able accident. 

Honestly and honourable, however, he re- 
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lated to Mr. Yallaok and Flora, the fall par- 
ticulars of the lady's yisit, and her request — 
her sudden and unobserved disappearance — 
before Mr. Maggs had fully consented to the 
charge she imposed on him — ^her solemn com- 
mand and entreaties that he would bum the 
papers unread — his having religiously resolved 
to keep her wishes sacred — and the singular 
fact of their not being to be found when he 
intended doing so, in compliance with her 
wish. 

** I will, however, immediately communicate 
with Mr. Williams," said he, " and gain every 
information from him — something respecting 
the young lady may even yet be elicited, inde- 
pendent of these papers. And oflters of reward 
may probably cause iaven them to be forthcom- 
ing; one thing I must say, that had they, on that 
anniversary, been in my possession, I should 
have burnt them — believing, as I then did, 
they might perhaps have merely related to 
some love affair, or unimportant family trans- 
actions. The lady spoke of them as valueless. 
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except to herself— she was a perfect stranger 
to me ; and I could not have supposed any- 
thing of consequence would have been so care- 
lessly left with an indifferent person." 

Mr. Vallack placed implicit confidence in 
every word so openly and fairly spoken by Mr. 
Maggs; and even Flora felt her disappoint- 
tnent, of immediate revelations, lightened by 
the idea of her affairs being now in the hands 
of such a clever, upright man as she had 
always heard Pitz's father said to be. 

Who could toll how much he and Mr. Wil- 
liams might discover and mutually suggest ! 

The suspicion had ever been uppermost in 
Flora's mind, that it was chiefly in consequence 
of her unknown parentage Guy had so wil- 
lingly I'esigned her — there was a little 
womanly love of revenge then in the hope she 
entertained of its being one day discovered she 
would not have been unworthy his choice. 

Mr. Maggs was most kindly interested about 
her. Flora could not have made that gentle- 
man's acquaintance under more favourable cir- 
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oumstances. He pitied her, and entered into 
her anxiety and irapatience-^he felt himself, 
in some measure, implicated in her disap- 
pointed hopes and protracted uncertainty, and 
firmly and truly did he resolve to leave no 
means untried to relieve the poor girPs per- 
plexity. 

She had never expressed a word of reproof 
or reproach at the seemingly careless loss 
of the papers, and this more enlisted Mr, 
Maggs in her service — the little she could tell 
him certainly identified her as the widow's 
representative ; and he only regretted such a 
long time had elapsed before this faint glimmer 
of elucidation had been, discovered. 

"My partner, Mr. Haviland," said he, 
smiling, " is just, at present, interestingly en- 
gaged ; and it is not likely I shall see him to- 
morrow ; but I will consult with him as soon 
as I can, and not fail to let you know the re- 
sult." 

Mr. Maggs offered his hand to Flora to lead 
her down the stairs, saying — 
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^^ J should require no othef proof than the, 
extraordinary likeness, Miss Yallack, to belieye 
you are indeed that poor lady's daughter. Be- 
sides this, you have a very powerful advocate 
in my home, and whom, I believe, I must ask you 
to flatter by thanking him for the share he has 
had in bringing about this investigation. Mrs, 
Maggs, too, has long contemplated calling on 
you and Mrs. Trevennon — I shall tell her 
enough to prevent her delaying any longer." 

And then, with a vast amount of old gentle- 
manly gallantry, Mr. Maggs wished them good 
evening. 

Flora had blushed very much during thq 
last few moments ; but it was not at Mr« 
Maggs's flattering allusion to Fitz's admiration 
for her — it was at the recollection, till that 
moment imheeded, that Mr. Haviland, whom 
Mr. Maggs had lately taken into partnership, 
was Charlotte's father — Guy's future father-in- 
law. But then what were all these considera- 
tions now, compared to the hope, the possi- 



THB NEXT OF KIK. 281 

bility, of her finding a father or relatives oi 
her own ! 

The next morning^ Flora speculated much 
more as to the probable contents of Mr. Maggs's 
letter to Mr. Williams, and the fact of hia 
being even then writing it at the moment she 
was thinking of him — than she did at what 
was going on at Armitage Hall. She had 
something else to direct her thoughts to now~- 
she had a subject for reflection, connected with 
which other feelings would almost seem sa-^ 
criligious — and so she got through that so 
much dreaded day with considerably less 
agitation and annoyance than she expected. . . 

** How is it we have heard no bells ring- 
ing ?" asked Mrs. Trevennon, in the evening. 
*'I never thought the Croftons would have 
had such a quiet wedding; but, you may 
depend, the magnificent old gentleman has 
found out 'tis a very vulgar, unaristocratic way 
of telling the world there has been * a bridal in 
the town.' Now, I will bet the best pair of kid 
gloves in the Shuffleborough shops, the mean 
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creatures don^ send us an atom^of cake I But, 
I must say, I would have given much to see 
the assembling of the party— -the setting off of 
the procession — the display of the breakfast — 
and heard the speeches in favour of the bride 
and bridegroom, and all their friends ! Ah ! 
me, I have little faith or reliance in such grand, 
public, white-satin-shoe weddings ! How I wish 
Herbert was not gone out of town to-day, he 
would have been sure to bring us home some 
news about it I" 

And so Flora went to bed, and to sleep, and 
never dreamed one word about Guy Crofton or 
his bride. 



THE NEXT OF KIN, 23S 



CHAPTEK XIV. 



There was a great rustling of satins, and laces^ 
and tarlatans, up and down stairs, and in and 
out of bed-rooms and drawing-rooms at Armi- 
tage, on the wedding morning. Mr. Crofton 
having made a stipulation that the party should 
assemble at and return to the Hall to break&st. 
His pride not admitting of the possibility of 
his son and heir going to receive his bride out 
of a very second- style house in the private 
street where she and her father resided ; so the 
ladjr was to be brought to Armitage, by Mr. 
Haviland, in time to dress, and be introduced 
to the family friends, before they proceeded to 
church. 

Of course there had been very liberal settle- 
ments drawn up, all in due matrimonial form. 
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when it is not at all an unfrequent occurrence to 
hear lovers bargaining with future fathers-in- 
law as to the amount expected with the bride — 
provisions made for children they might never 
have — arguing about the lady's separate main^ 
tenanoe — and to whom jointures are to revert 
in case of death, or parting ; making marriage, 
as the old saying goes, ^^ a matter of money ;^' 
a ceremony in which the lawyer is as indis- 
pensable as the parson. These legal gentlemen 
can pretty well calculate the amount of hap- 
{HXiess likely to be enjoyed by a n^w married 
couple, from the expression on the bridegroom 
elect's face, when the father or guardian of the 
bride annoimces the amount of her portion, 
of which he has, probably, been ignprant till 
that moment. 

What a vast deal of disappointment it would 
(^ten save if the English would adopt the Greek 
fashion, of the women wearing their fortunes 
on their heads. There would not be so many 
blunders made then. The lover could count it 
all over correctly, while he pretended to belost^ 
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ia eontemplatiye admiration of liis mistress's 
eyebrows. 

Or, very likely, after all, there would be 
many moie happy matches if we abolished the 
the custom altogether of giving marriage por- 
tions with daughters — as the wise Solon 
ordered it should be with his Athenian 
brides. 

This Would be especially convenient in a 
oomitiy where ^^ lands are not for lassies ;'' and 
where it is pretty generally understood that a 
woman without money must either find a hus* 
band generous enough to take her to maintain, 
or else she must starve in dignified seclusion in 
her own home — terrified by that Mumbo 
Jumbo— that "Bogie" of an English girl — 
the dread of being an old maid. 

Very little recollection of the relative cir- 
cumstances of the Havilands and the Croftons, 
will sujBSioe to conjecture that the maixiage 
settlements, in this instance, were entirely 
eX'parte. 

Guy Crofton was still standing b^ore his 
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looking-glass, adonizing with seemingly very 
little agitation, considering it was, or ought to 
have been, the happiest day in his life. No 
one, to have peeped over his shoulder, would 
have recognized the reflection as of the same 
face that had smiled and nodded in the little 
mirror at the " Cat and EoUing Pin," about a 
year ago. There was just that sort of expres- 
sion which, seemed to say — 

^' I know, very well, I am a fool, and am 
going to do what I have not the slightest doubt 
I shall repent of, but don't you take the liberty 
of telling me so. If you had the same alter- 
natives offered to you, you would decide ex- 
actly as I have ; so don't run the risk of having 
your head cracked by calling me a jackass, or 
a villian, or a coward, or any other ugly name, 
for I am not quite in the humour to put up with 
it ! You may think what you like, but I don't 
believe more than one couple in twenty marry 
with mutual love ; and, perhaps, after all, when 
years have passed, and the passions cooled, the 
other nine pairs look back and think how much 
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more infinitely miserable their lot would have 
been if linked to the ones they fondly loved in 
youth, and wished to live with for ever. I shall 
become an infidel to the theorem of men's 
attachments being everlasting. Time can 
obliterate the deepest scars on his heart, while 
it leaves those on his face unsmoothed. 

*^ Charlotte is certainly a magnificent woman I 
rather too stately a beauty, perhaps, for what I 
thought my former taste approved ; but, I sup- 
pose she loves me, or she is too headstrong to 
have been induced to marry me. Yes, she must 
love me. I see no reason why she should not." 

Mr. Guy Crofton leant a little nearer the 
glass. He was a very handsome fellow, there 
was no denying that. 

But now he was dressed and ready; and 
what was he to do with himself? Must 
he wait then till summoned, or go down 
to the drawing-room, where already several 
guests had assembled. 

A young man marrying the woman of his 
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own entire choice would, no doubt, have tried 
to get a peep at the blushing girl, as his sisters 
arrayed her in her bridal attire, and threw over 
her head the veil and wreath. But Guy had 
no such curiosity ; he knew she would look 
splendidly beautiful, and he knew that half the 
men present would envy him ; and that, when 
he showed himself, people would begin con- 
gratulating him, and all that nonsense ; so he 
would leave them to admire the elegant presents 
spread out on the side-table; and wonder where 
tiiey got such bouquets of rare flowers at that 
season ; or, if they liked, steal a glimpse of the 
costly prepared breakfast, laid out in the great 
dining-room.' He did not much care what they 
did so as they left him to himself. 

" Charlotte will but just have time to slip on 
her dress," whispered Mrs. Crofton, to one of 
her daughters, as they stood at the window 
watching for her arrival ; ^^ I wonder they are 
not come." 

<<I think I see a carriage," cried Elise. 
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'^ Eosana is up stairs, she is to help her. Fa 
has told you we are to haye another wedding 
soon, has he not, Ma dear ?" she asked, in a 
lower tone. " Sir John Tremlet proposed im- 
mediately be arrived this morning. You and 
I must consult about eveiything directly this 
is over." 

Mrs. Crofton whispered again, and arranged 
a flower in her daughter's bonnet. The young 
lady pouted a little. 

" Well, well, dear, you have it all your own 
way." 

Control and obedience, between Mrs. Crofton 
and her daughters, had bug given place to a 
sort of friendship. 

" Well, that is strange !" exclaimed Elise, 
BS the carriage drew up and only Mr. Haviland 
alighted. " Where can Charlotte be ?" 

Mr. Haviland entered the drawing-room in 
his most gentlemanly easy manner, bowing and 
smiling to all ; grasping Mr. Crofton's hand, 
before all present, with a freedom the latter 
rather winced under. 
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" Why did not Charlotte come with you ?" 
cried Mr. Crofton; " I fear she will be late. 

'*Is she not here already?" asked Mr. 
Haviland ; " I left home nearly an hour ago, 
as I >prpmised her I would first go round by 
the Watsons' and leave a message ; she was to 
have another carriage call for her directly after; 
but, I suppose, there was more pinning, and 
trimming, and packing, than. they anticipatedj 
and that delays. She cannot be long, now, 
though." 

" I dare say she is here all the time," sug- 
gested Mrs. Crofton, smiling. " Go, Eosana, 
d^ar, and hurry her. Charlotte wants none of 
us to see her till she is full dressed, you may 
depend !" 

Guy, hearing a carriage and a., little extra 
commotion, thought it betokened the arrival or 
appearance of the bride,. and fancying he was, 
somehow, a party concerned, and ought to be 
present, entered just after Eosana left. 

Meetings, and greetings, and best wishes, 
and jokes, occupied some little time more; and 
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then Mr. Crofton, looking at his watch, thought 
it high time to order about the carriages coming 
round." 

In the meanwhile, there was a good deal of 
fun. going on in the servants' hall, where the 
coachmen and postillions were being regaled 
with strong ale ; flirting immensely with the 
ladies' maids, and housemaids. 

(By-the-bye, flirting has gone pretty much 
out of fashion in parlours, and ball-rooms, and 
has descended to the kitchens and work-rooms ; 
every servant girl and dress-maker being quite 
as proficient in lisping, and throwing up her 
eyes, and sustaining a coquettish conversation 
with three or four admirers, as hei* mistress had 
been when she considered it^ an indispensable 
accomplishment.) 

There was much jesting about the delay of 
Miss Haviland ; the Sallys and Marys thinking 
it altogetller inexplicable. 

" Oh ! I have often known the likes," said 
the scarlet-coated bo2/ who was to have the 

VOL. II. H 
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honour of driving the bridal carriage. ^^ Young 
ladies, under these circumstances, often seems to 
forget to dress themselves till the carriage 
arrives to fetch ^em ; or else they likes to take very 
long looks at their virgin faces in the glass, for 
the last time. But the older the brides is, the 
quicker they get ready. There was one as 
had had two husbands before, was standing out 
at the door steps when I drew up, and hardly 
waited for me to open the coach door foi her. 
But, I say, Jemima, you had better just step up 
and tell this 'im to be quick, or I shan't get to 
church in time." 

The surprise and excitement had now reached 
the drawing-room also; Charlotte Haviland 
had not arrived, nor had anything been heard 
of her. Her father turned very pale, and be- 
came much agitated ; while Mr. Crofton bit 
his lips and cast furtive glances of suspicioti 
on him. One or two of the ladies suggested a 
dreadful accident, or, probably, sudden death — 
they had heard of such things ! 
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Mr. Haviland ordered a carriage to come 
round instaDtly, that he might jetum home and 
know the worst ; and, he and Guy were just 
hurrying to get their hats, when a man on 
horseback dashed up to the Hall, with a letter 
to be delivered immediately to Mr. Haviland. 

It was directed in Charlotte^s handwriting, 
and a line across the top requested it might be 
read before Mr, Crofton and his son, and any 
guests then there. 

There was no doubt about the poor father's 
agitation being real — his hands trembled, even 
his lips and his nails had turned blue. 

What he dreaded, no one could guess ; but 
he tried to mutter something to Mr. Crofton, 
who, at last, took the letter, opened it and 
read it 

Charlotte said she had gone off with Captain 
Vosper, whose wife she should be as soon as his 
divorce had been pronounced. She should not 
have taken such a daring step had her father 
listened to her assurances of indifference for 
M 2 
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Guy Crofton. Sho knew it was only a match 
planned for some interested motives between 
their fathers ; and, therefore, she owned to a 
justifiable revenge in disappointing them — as 
well as to the mercenary motive of waiting till 
she had received, what she considered, a be- 
coming fit-out, before she left England. Guy, 
too, deserved the punishment she was inflicting 
on him, for having deserted a woman he loved, 
for one he did not. If she was disgracing 
herself, in becoming the mistress of a man 
before she could be his wife, others were more 
to blame than she; and, had this intended 
match with Guy not been hurried up so soon, 
Captain Vesper would, no doubt, have been, ere 
long, at liberty to claim her honourably. They 
were were going to reside some time abroad ; 
and had so well planned every thing, that they 
would be quite beyond reach of pursuit before 
that letter was received — which she begged 
might be read publicly, before all her Mends 
and Guy's friends assembled ; that they might 
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dearly know her motdves for the step she had 
taken, &c.; &c. 



* "Poor, dear, unfortunate young man," ex- 
claimed a lady who had three unmarried 
daughters present, " how I pity him — so evi- 
dently deeply attached — -such a mortification. 
And yet what an escape from such a woman — 
)all these splendid preparations made, too, dear, 
dear, all of no use now." 

So sincere . did Mrs. Millar's regret appear, 
ithat it is not improbable she would have be- 
Btowed one of her daughters on Guy to console 
him ; but he did not wait for the oflfer to be 
made, for he hastened to his own room. Never 
before had the pride of all the Croftons been 
«o deeply wounded. It had required a great 
deal of ingenious insinuation on Mr. Crofton's 
part, to account for their so willingly receiving 
such an ignoble daughter-in-law; it had all 
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been set down to Ouy's fondness for her from 
a child, and the power of her beauty. 

Latterly there had not been so mnch required 
to be said about it, Mr. Hanland having been 
taken into partnership with Mr. Maggs. 

The daughter of a kwyer in good pradtiee 
would not be a such a bloion tiie esoutcheonJo^ 
the Crofton's after all. 

But now tins public insult — ^firom one ttiey 
had so greatly condescended in receimgla^ 
their house; this exposure of coalition betwoen 
the great Mr. Crofton and the plebeian Hr. 
Haviland. It was unpardonable. 

And so Mr. Crofton seemed to think ; for h^ 
begged the grief-stricken father to favour him 
with his company in the library. Elise and 
her lover also retired to talk about it, or about 
some other matters of their own ; and though 
many of the guests regretted leaving the splen- 
did breakfast untasted, they seemed to think 
that under the circumstances they had better 
take their departure ; so that in a short time 
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Armitage Hall was left in qmetness, if not in 
peace. 

" Mi. Oofton, your suspicions ajad reproaches 
are cruel and unjust/' said Mr. SOaviland, in 
a broken voice. ^^ Am not I the greatest suf* 
ferer and loser ? What is now to be my reward 
for harhig so many years played the villain. 
You know my ultimate object was my daughter's 
advantage through her marriage with your heir. 
And now, what is she ? The mistress of a 
married man— of a wretch who drove his wife to 
disgrace by his brutal unkindness and neglect 
What was the paltry £200 a-year you have 
paid out to me as wages^ if I had not hoped to 
make it the means of my child's advancement ? 
Bather let me upbraid you, Mr. Crofton, with 
your son's coldness and indifference towards 
her, which her proud spirit could not brook. 
Would, would to Heaven, I had owned my first 
erime, and not gone on deeper and deeper, 
step by step, I'd have spared myself many a 
head-ache, and many a heart-ache, and not 
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have had the unceasing task of playing the 
hypocrite as I have for years." 

Mr. Haviland was right. Some people take 
more trouble to make themselves clever rogues 
than would have sufficed to make them clever^ 
honest men. 

. " Haviland, I do pity you," said Mr. Crofton, 
in a friendly tone — for he was getting sensible 
enough to consider it would not do to goad on 
the wretched man to remorse — ^when he might 
be tempted to make a full confession to ease 
his conscience, and his breaking heart. *^ You 
must make allowance for my disappointment 
too. We are both too much agitated to talk of 
future arrangements. Your daughter has ill- 
repaid you for your fondness, and praiseworthy 
endeavours to settle her well. Let her be 
banished at present from our thoughts — my 
care now must be to see you are comforted, 
and no loser. You will stay here to-day, and 
we must all console and strengthen one 
another." 
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" No, I must be doing something to divert 
my mind, or I shall curse her," cried Haviland 
furiously, " I will go back to the office and 
write — I must be employed. I'll see you again 
to-morrow." 

" Well, only be careful, my man," said Mr. 
Crofton, in a somewhat threatening tone. 
" Neither you nor I stand in the same position 
we did at our first acquaintance, and the ruin 
of one necessarily involves that of the other." 

"Don't fear me, Mr. Crofton," returned 
Haviland, in a tone almost as proud as his 
own, "and as an assurance of my further secresy, 
let me tell you we don't dissolve partnership 
just yet." 

And Mr. Haviland opened the library-door, 
and throwing himself into the la^t remaining 
carriage, ordered to be driven to his offices. 



u 6 
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CHAPTEBXV. 



^'Hese is a pretty piece of business^ Hayiland^^' 
cried Mr. Maggs^ as that gentleman bunded 
into the office to ask consolation from hia 
partner for his late trial. ^' Here is the child 
of that widow whose papers were lost or stolen 
so long ago, has made her appearance. Ton 
must recollect who I mean/' he added, seeing 
the ghastly stare of the terror-struck Mr. 
Hayiland. ^^ I don't know who on earth the 
woman was, nor who her husband was, 
but these papers, it seems, could have told 
us all about it. A most beautiful girl she 
is, too, the very image of her mother." 
It seems she has passed under the name of 
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Yailaok, and my Fitz has fallen in love with 
her." 

" Gtood Gk)d I there is retributive justice 
then," exclaimed Mr, Haviland, dropping into 
a seat, and burying his head on his hands* 

^^Haviland, my dear fellow, what is the 
matter ? But I forgot — 'pon my word I did 
not mean to be so indifferent to your late 
trouble which I have just heard of; but as you 
entered, this was uppermost in my thoughts. 
And now I remember, this very Miss Yallack 
was said to have been a rival of your 
daughter's." 

By this time Mr. Haviland had a little re- 
covered himself — at least as far as to be aware 
Mr. Maggs had some important communication 
to make. He professed himself leady to listen, 
only begging Mr. Maggs would pardon his ap- 
parent abstraction ; and then he rose, and walked 
behind that gentleman, and stood leaning over 
the fire-place with his back to him. 

Mr. Maggs then related all about Miss 
Vallack's visit, and the account Mr. Yallack 
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had given him, adding that he had, by that 
post, just sent off a long letter to Eev. Mr. 
Williams, of Tattlefield, to request every infor- 
mation* 

'' But what will be the use of all this,^^ 
asked Mr. Haviland, " if you cannot get the 
papers to identify her. All you have told me 
amounts to no more than that you can prove 
she is this widow's daughter." 

" No more than that certainly," said Mr. 
Maggs musingly. " I would offer a handsome 
reward if I thought there was the remotest 
chance of recovering them. To tell the truth," 
he added after a pause, "I have sometimes 
persuaded myself she never left them with me 
at all, or that I never put them inthe case." 

" And if you obtained them," replied Mr. 
Haviland very coolly, "they would probably only 
afford the young lady the satisfaction of know- 
ing her own name, just before she intended 
changing it for another. Did you not say Mr. 
Fitztracy was in love with her?" 

^' So he- sayfr J but he also owns to a refusal,- ' 
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said Mr. Maggs laughing, "and the idea did 
just enter my head, that if the young lady is 
well bom, and not quite obdurate, she might 
relent, if Fit«'s father unravelled the secret she 
seems to have set her heart upon knowing. But 
now let me hear particulars of this sad case about 
your daughter. I douH wonder at your grief 
in her losing such a match and taking the step 
she has." 

" Mr. Maggs, I must go home and reflect ; 
I thought I was fit for business to-day, but I 
am not ; I could not trust to my brains if I 
talked any more« I shall be better to-morrow ; 
I shall see my way clearer." 

And once more Mr. Haviland hurried out 
into the streets and to his deserted, desolate 
home. 

Not long, however, did he remain there, but 
ordering a fly, desired to be again driven to 
Armitage. 

A very melancholy, unsociable dinner had 
just been concluded by the Croftons and Sir 
John Tremlet, the only one of the gue^ta in 
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vilfd to remam^ when a loud ring at the hall 
do^ announced an arriyal, 

^* Mr. Hariland is in the library sir/^ said * 
servaijb, ^^he particularly wishes to see you 
alone, directly.'^ 

^^ That man's disappointment makes him 
intrusiye/' said Mr. Crofton haughtily; rising^ 
however, to give him an audience. 

It was no cringing, dependent, humble Mr^ 
Haviland he met there. Never was man so 
metamorphosed. He stood as erect as Mr« 
Crofton himself, and recalled to that gentle-i 
man's mind the insolent, hard-bargaining, brag- 
gart of their first interview more forcibly than 
during the whole of their subsequent inter- 
course. 

" Mr. Crofton," said he, walking up close to 
him, " the true, lawful heir, the next of kin of 
Mr. Armitage is found." 

Mr. Crofton stepped back a few paces, either 
to repress his visitor's familiarity, or to ascer- 
tain whether he was mad. It was a very 
steady, sane, undaunted glance that met his. 
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^^J don't quite oompreheud your meaaingi" 
he began, feeling as he once before had^ 8ome 
horxiUe inonster winding and twining xpund 
him. 

** Then now open every pore of your braina,; 
listen with all your mighty while I repeat, that 
the heir to the property you have so long 
enjoyed, the child you sold in order to get rid 
of, is discoyered — ^is no other than the Miss 
Vallaok your son lored, and asked your consent 
to marry, and you refused I" 

Mr. Haviland paused, for his wretched audi- 
tor sunk back in his chair apparently a corpse* 
In an instant he untied his neckcloth, and 
poui*ed a little wine down his throat; then 
seeing he was sensible — only overcome with 
terror— he whispered — " All is still safe. They 
still want the clue. You and I alone hold that 
But W(3 must counterplot them. A high reward 
is to be offered for any assistance. I could 
obtain it, but you know I shall not." 

'* How fortunate this morning's marriage 



256 THl KEXr OF KIK. 

was prevented," murmured Mr. Crofton aloud 
unconsciously. 

** Not so fortunate as you may imagine," 
retorted the other, who guessed the plan the 
ambitious man was already forming — that of 
imiting Guy to Miss Vallack— "Mr. Maggs, 
even without knowing of her wealth or true 
position, is desirous of consenting to his son's 
marriage with one so beautiful and amiable. 
Depend upon it, then, his endeavours to esta- 
blish her in her just rights will not be feeble 
ones, when once he begins to unravel the mys- 
tery. I am now an indifferent party ; I stand 
on neutral ground ; though you must see there 
is every chance of my obtaining perfect for- 
giveness for my share in late transactions, if I 
make it the condition of my full confession, and 
concurrence in their search." 

" Haviland^ you must not betray me ; you 
must not forsake me," cried Mr. Crofton im- 
ploringly ; " say what further reward you 
iBxpect, and it is jours. I will never leave 
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Armit^e alive ; my death will be on your 
head. Put yourself in my position ; could you 
resign all these luxuries after being so long 
used to them." 

Mr. Haviland relented ; perhaps he had 
never really contemplated treachery. He seated 
himself as if in his own house^ and as such he 
intended to consider it in future; and then 
gave Mr. Crofton a more coherent account of 
what he had heard from Mr. Maggs. 

They talked till the night was far advanced — 
till Flora Vallaok, the subject of tiieir conver* 
sation^ had fallen into a sound sleep, ignorant 
and unconscious of all the startling events of 
that day. 

Would her sleep have been so peaceful, so 
unbroken, had even her dreams revealed to her, 
scenes in which she was so deeply concerned ? 
Perhaps not. But she enjoyed a good night's 
rest, and it was not until the next morning, 
that the news of the elopement of Charlotte 
Haviland, and the disappointment of the ex- 
pected wedding reached her ears. 
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qgAPTEB XVI. 



Sound a blazingi foanng, wood fire in the kitcheii 
^f the Eose and Qvown, at Tattlefield, was seated 
a very merry, ooiy party, one cold, raw,autumnid 
evening ; just tho port of fire, and just the sort 
of eyening, that tjuwpts people to feel very 
friendly di8pose4 towards present companyi 
and spare even a little commiseration for poor 
outcasts who hare pq such comforts. 

The long deal ^ble had been dragged a 
little out of its usual place, in order to afford 
one of the guests the benefit of the fire as well 
as of the candle, to read the newspaper aloud 
to his Mends, and very free and speculative 
were the remarks made on every particular 
piece of intelligence. 

Farmer Brown waa evidently proud of his 
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rhetorical powers — for thongh the editor was, 
to all intents, fond of flowery languagey and 
dealt out his metaphorical tropes rather pedan- 
tically, Brown was a match for him. You mxj 
fancy, perhaps, he was frightened or taken 
aback at those five or six syllable words^ or 
that he spelt them, or stopped stock still in 
silent amazement at their formidable amy, 
and gaye np the idea of mastering them. Not 
a bit of it— on he trotted, not daunted the 
least in the world. He knew they were only 
placed there as stumbling blocks— huge stones 
cast on the common road of literature to trip 
up unscholared pe<^le, so he defeated such 
malice by totally smashing and destroying 
them— coining a perfectly new lexicon, and 
only pausing in his course to explain the 
meamngs in a manner peculiar to himself. 

After haying astonished his hearers with 
yarious pieces of startling news, he feigned a 
modesty he did not feel, and apologised for 
haying so long appropriated the paper— offer-. 
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ing, at the same time, to pass it to his next 
neighbour, to read out other paragraphs. 

The next neighbour, a mahogany-faced 
sailor, having declared that — " though in read- 
ing, he could make out the words fore and aft 
pretty well, yet the midships always puzzled 
him," was passed over, hiQ excuse being deemed 
sufficient. 

Mr. Brown then handed it deferentially to a 
pale, astute-looking man, who had hitherto 
be6n silently spiritualizing over a glass of gin- 
and-water. 

The pale man took the paper with an ab- 
stracted air of patronising condescension, and 
commenced reading another leading article; 
but whether it was owing to opacity of intel- 
lect on the part of his hearers, or some classi- 
cal obscurity on that of the writer, no particu- 
lar information seemed likely to be gained by 
any of the company ; so Fai:mer Brown, who 
was evidently the magnate of the party, con- 
sidered he was guilty of no breach of polite- 
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ness in intermpting the monotonous reader, 
when he came to a full stop; resuming the 
subject of conversation the arrival of the paper 
seemed to have stopped. 

*^ And she is to be buried to-morrow then, 
is she ?" asked the landlord. *^ Jane Huma- 
man looked as likely as most of us to live to a 
good old age." 

" WqII, she leaves no one behind to mourn 
for her — that is more than many of us can 
say," said a very white-haired old man whom 
very few, long absent, would have recognised 
as the hale Tom Blenkinsop of by-gone days. 

" I know many used to suspect that pretty 
little girl as she took to was her own," re- 
turned the landlord, " before that extraordi- 
nary discovery about her took place in this 
very house, a few months ago. Who could 
ever have thought that that beautiful, full- 
grown young lady was the same little Flora 
James as used to run about half clad, as one 
may say ?" 

A poor, weather-beaten traveller, who had 



262 THH NEXT OF EIN. 

hitherto sat, drowsy, half conscious, in a oomer 
of the settle nearest the fire, apparently too 
languid and fatigued to eat the bread and 
cheese he had ordered — ^suddenly roused him- 
self — ^woke up, as the others thought. Mary, 
the landlord's daughter, kindly handed him hi& 
cup of beer to drink ; but, after sipping a 
little, he put it back on the hob. He did not 
doze again, however, but listened attentively 
to what they said. 

*' I heard all the private particulars from 
the Eector himself," said Blenkinsop, who, as 
of old, prided himself on being his honour's 
confidant; ^'and I know the young lady was 
not half so rejoiced to hear she was actually 
related to the rich benefactors who had adopted 
her, as she would have been could she have 
found out who her father was, and that he 
really was married to her mother. To be sure, 
what changes in life that young creature has 
seen ! First, she is brought here from no one 
knows where — then she is carried away by a 
vile fellow of a travelling showman — then she 
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runs away, and gets shelter, as she herself told 
master, with the poorest of eottagers-*^en 
comes along this great lady and gentleman, 
and takes a fancy to her, gives her their own 
name, and calls her their daughter. Now 
comes the most singular part of all — for Mr. 
Williams told me she said herself, it was th6 
merest chance in the world her coming here at 
the funeral of the lady's father; and then 
when things got to be talked over, and com- 
pared, they found out he was actually her 
grandfather. She seemed to think something 
more would come out, for she left her direc- 
tion with Mr. Williams to write to her — but 
nothing haSy and I don't expect ever will. 
She is well off — and that ought to content 
her;' 

^^ But if any one could help her to find out 
who her father really was, let him be \^o he 
will, don't you think she would be glad to re- 
ward them ?" asked the stranger in the comer 
of the settle. 

All turned their eyes to see who so eagerly 
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interested himself about what could be no 
business of his; but no one recognised in the 
sallow, emaciated trayeller, the once dashing 
moustached, fancifully-dressed Herr Ceasarotti, 
who had sat there, making them stare and open 
their mouths with astonishment at his marvel-, 
lous feats and stories twelve years ago. 

Perhaps the stranger did not wish to help 
their memories, for he merely enquired in an 
indifferent way, whether they thought he 
could have an interview with Mr. Williams. 
: " Why, I suppose you would hardly go to 
his honour so late as this on a Saturday night," 
replied Mr. Blenkinsop. " If ?tis anything 
very particular, he may, perhaps, bpeak to you 
after Church-time to-morrow — if not, Monday 
would be more seemly for business — unless I 
can take your message to him." 

But the traveller could not think of trou- 
bling Mr. Blenkinsop— -he would wait . the 
Rector's convenience — and then, hearing his 
bed was ready, wished them good-iiight, and 
left them to their gossip. . • 



"^ 
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The next morning, the returned oonyict was 
up early, endeayouring to make his shabby 
clothes look as decent as possible, in order to 
go to Church, 

There was no pew-opener to be fee'd in that 
little sanctuary, in order to obtain a seat — the 
poor were the chief portion of the congrega- 
tion, and their comfort had been thought of 
much more than it usually is in a large town 
place of worship. They were not crowded to- 
gether near the door, or in the aisle on forms, 
but had the liberty of entering any of the sit- 
tings, except two or three in and near the 
chancel, which were considered appropriated to 
the clergyman's family, and one or two chief 
farmers— ^nd even into those the occupants 
were but too glad to receive any stranger or 
poor villager, if there did not appear to be a 
seat vacant when he entered. Mr. Williams 
himself thinking, and endeavouring to make all 
his parishioners thii^, that, in the House of 
God, as in the grave, all men are eqifal, and 

VOL. II, N 



266 THE NEXT OF KIN. 

that when they hear the Gospel read and 
preached, worldly distinctions should be for- 
gotten. 

So when Fanner Brown saw the stranger, 
who was staying at the Eose and Crown, enter 
humbly and devoutly, and seeming to think that 
the steps by the pulpit were quite honourable 
enough for him, he opened the door, and 
beckoned him into his own pew. And there, 
for the first time, perhaps, since his youth — 
certainly for many years — did Tapley join in 
worship beueath the roof of an English Church; 
and never could he have listened to a minister 
more calculated to lead the penitent sinner to 
repentance. The discourse seemed to have 
been formed and directed particularly for his 
own case — at least, so Tapley believed. ^' I 
have a message from God to thee," were the 
words of the text. And never was heavenly 
message listened to with more earnestness. 

He forgot where he was, for a moment, and 
thought he was back still in those horrible 
woods, and that he should wake from this 
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peaceful dream, and hear only the cursing and 
swearing he had so long been accustomed to. 
Tears were trickling fast over his face ; and it 
was not until some more than ever impressive 
sentence fell from the clergyman, that he 
roused himself to full consciousness again. 

When the service was over, he, with some 
others, remained to the funeral of Jane Hur- 
naman. 

During Tapley's absence from England, his 
mother, wife, and only brother, had died, and 
strangers had stood round their graves, as he 
was now standing by that of one he never saw 
— but he, their nearest and once dearest object 
was in exile, he never knew till he returned, 
how, or when, or where they died, or were 
buried — and now he felt that in a little time 
he too must go down into the grave, with none 
near to tell who or what he was. 

The stranger's agitation had not been un- 
noticed either in Church or at the funeral, by 
Mr. Williams ; and as he was returning from 
N 3 
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the parsonage, seeing the man lingering near, 
he spoke kindly and enquiringly to him. A 
very few sentences seemed to arrest all the 
worthy old man's attention — ^he spoke earnestly 
and, at first, perhaps, rather severely ; but the 
man did not attempt to palliate his conduct. 

'' My first intention in making this disclo-> 
sure I confess was, to expose Mr. Crofton for his 
unfeeling conduct to me when I came to him 
poor and ill — my next was to find out if the 
child lived, and would help me if I discovered 
to her she had a rich father living ; but now, 
sir, that I find who she is, and, from what you 
tell me, that she must also actually be that angel 
who pitied and assisted me, my only wish is to 
go to her, and ask forgiveness for the ^are I 
had in making her unhappy. And yet, sir, I 
loved the little thing for her spirit, and her 
winning ways, and if I had not got into the 
trouble I tell you of, I would have left no 
5tone unturned in my endeavours to find her, 
and make her mor^ comfortable." 

They had now reached the parsonage-gate. 
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and Tapley was toudung his hat to the clergy- 
man, intending to return to tha inn ; but this 
did not seem, for a moment, to have been con- 
templated by the hoi^table old gentl^nan^^ 
he desired him to go roimd to thei kitchen, and 
he would give orders foor his having some 
dinuOT — after which they again went to 
Church, and, in the evening, seated by the 
study firoy^ they each listened to further parti- 
culars about the little stolen child. 

" If you are sincere in your endeavours to 
lead an honest life,'' said Mr. Williams, just 
before they parted, ^^ come back here again, 
after you have seen Miss Yallack, and, I dare 
say, I can find some light employment for you. 
I hope and trust you are sincere — at any rate, 
it is my duty to try all in ihy power to save 
you from further sin. Let not the desire of 
revenge on this Mr. Crofton get dominion over 
you — I do not think Flora is now in circum- 
stances to need pecuniary help from him— >- 
and beware how you raise any unkind or un- 
filial feelings in her breast, by dwelling too 
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long or too severely on his neglect or persecu- 
tion. God and his o^vm conscience will punish 
him — perhaps, in this life — for we have not 
always to wait for another world to know the 
wicked are punished — ^they often meet their 
deserts in this, that they may serve as warn- 
ings to others. I will, hefore you start to- 
morrow morning, give you a few lines to Mr. 
Vallack, and shall write by the post to Mr. 
Maggs, a lawyer there, from whom I have 
lately heard regarding Flora — as some investi- , 
gations respecting her appear to be going 
forward. Probably, the disclosures you can 
make will render them further unnecessary." 

And the next day, after a hearty meal, and 
supplied with money for his journey by a 
second class train, Tapley set ofi^ thankful he 
had not been patronised by the unprincipled 
Mr. Crofton, whose assistance would, no 
doubt, only have been given in return for some 
other acts of wickedness. 

" He who knew me in better days, and 
tempted me to sin, refused even kind words in 



THE KBXT OP KIN, 271 

poverty and trouble — ^this Mr. Williams, who 
only knows me as a self-confessed criminal, 
holds out his hand to help and uphold me. 
How then can I hesitate which I will follow, 
which I will serve." 

After being for some hours shut up in a rail- 
way carriage, Tapley was let out on a plat- 
form with his fellow passengers, all of whom 
dispersed in different directions, and not one 
of whom he was, perhaps, ever likely to meet 
again, as, at the end of a week, in those loco- 
motive-loving days, they might be scattered 
half over the world. 

So eager was he to see Miss Vallaok — the 
little Princesse Ponowsky, as he smilingly 
called her, as he walked along, that he has- 
tened at once to Mr. Trevennon^s, and, rather 
bewildered as to his intentions, asked if he 
could see Miss Yallack, giving the servant, at 
the same time, his note from Mr. Williams. 

" ^Tis only the poor man, miss, you met on 
the road, and told to call here for advice," 
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whispered the maidy as Flora followed her ta a 
little back room, sometimes used as an extra 
surgery, or into which hmnble yisitors weore 
scnaetimes shown. 

Here, indeed, she met the poor traTell»— 
but it was not as cm the former occasion, he 
now addressed her — incoherently, but eamesUj 
he called reminiscences that sent eyery drop of 
blood like ice info her heart In a moment or 
two, Mr. Yallack joined them ; and the man 
continued his singular revelations. And well 
did Flora now remember him, and help him in 
many of his little tales and anecdotes about her 
short career with them in the carayan. 

**But why, Caesar," she exclaimed, at 
length, ^^ did you take me from the village*— « 
though, I believe, I must forgive you, since I 
should never otherwise, perhaps, have met with 
my kind protectors." 

The man paused now« All he had hitherto 
related referred to her acquaintance with him 
and the Baroness. The dark page of his his* 
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tory had yet to be revealed. And reyealed it 
must be, or only half his errand would be ae^ 
oompliflhed. 

"You have, I understand, long wished to 
know who your father was. Have you courage 
to hear all I can tell you of him ?'' 

Mr. Yallack now interfered. 

"Flora, my love, return to the drawing- 
room, I will first hear this tale, whatever it is. 
Mr. Williams's letter intimates that this man 
can make startling and, perhaps, unpleasant 
disclosures. I will faithfully tell you all after- 
wards." 

"No, no, you trusted me to hear all we 
thought Mr. Maggs could tell us — trust me 
again now. I believe Csesar will only tell me 
the truth — and the sooner I hear that the 
better." 

And then Tapley began his tale, forgetting, 

perhaps, too much, his promise to Mr. Williams, 

of softening the barbarous act of Mr. Crof ton — 

his confession of her being his illegitimate 

N 6 
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child after his marriage, and his braving him 
when he applied for relief, under the hope and 
impression that she was either dead, or irre- 
trievably lost sight of. 

Mr. Vallack had thrown his arm round Flora, 
as she sat by his side like a statue, cold and 
pale as marble — ^her only indication of life and 
consciousness being once — when Mr. Vallack 
endeavoured to silence Tajdey — an imperative 
gesture indicating her desire he should con- 
tinue. But when the man had ceased, and had 
no more to tell, it appeared as if Flora had died 
while listening to her death sentence — the cup 
held to her was too bitter to be drank — she 
would willingly resign life rather than taste it, 
or return to life for a season only, to know and 
feel tnere was no hope for her. 

Mr. Vallack caught her up in his arms, and 
hurrying with her to a room he knew was 
unoccupied, rang, and desired Mr. Trevennon 
might be summoned, withaut alarming any one 
else. 

Poor Tapley was inconsolable ; he knew he 
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nms the cause of all this suffering, but he could 
scarcely comprehend why she had been so 
shocked at discovering who really was her 
father — a bad one though he might be. The 
others knew more — ^they knew the link with 
which, in a moment, the memory of the past 
united her to the Croftons — that it was her own 
brother she had loved, and been rejected by — and 
from this haughty family she had nothing to hope 
but neglect and insult, aggravated tenfold by a 
disclosure so fraught with disgrace to them. 

" Promise me, promise me, this may never 
be revealed to other mortal creature," she said, 
faintly, as they at length succeeded in restor- 
ing her to sensibility. " Never let that man 
know I owe my life to him ; never, never let 
me blush before others at the knowledge of 
having loved my own brother. Oh I let me 
kneel in thankfulness for that which I once 
blindly deemed a sorrowful disappointment. 
Could I have lived had I married Guy ? Let 
this secret die with me. I feel you w ill not 
have to keep it long ; and while I live, I never 
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eould love or reverence that cold^ unfeeliiig 
mhn as my falser. Had I net known him 
since, I might eyen have forgiven his selling 
me to a stranger, hut now, all my fear, my 
dread, my ahhorrence of him is accounted for* 
God forgive me," she added, in a moment 
after, ^^ that this is my father of whom I thus 



All things considered, it was thought advis- 
able to concede to Florals wishes, of keeping 
what Tapley had told them a secret. They 
forgot Mr. Williams's letter to Mr. Maggs, and 
so had Tapley, when he solemnly promised never 
to allude to it to any one. 

It was an additional shock then to Mr. Val- 
lack,' when he received a visit from that gen- 
tleman, who said he had just had a long letter 
from old Mr. Williams, explaining every 
circumstance explicitly. 

*' I see no use of our prosecuting any further 
inquiries,'^ said he; '^they would only draw 
observation and discovery on facts you wish 
kept private. I only read this letter to my 
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partner, Mr. Hayiland, before I set oS, and his 
secrecy I tbink I oan ensure, for be is as much 
interested in tbis singular affair as I anu 
Tbese mysterious^ missing papers, no doubt, 
contained tbe poor lady's confession of ber 
fault, and tbis was wby sbe was so anxious to 
bave tbem destroyed if sbe did not claim tbem. 
Tbe only singular portion I see now is, ber 
being in deep widow's mourning, and so young. 
Wbo knows but tbis awfully sudden deatb of 
ber busband, Mr. Williams alludes to, was 
caused partly by a discovery of bis wife's 
frailty. For my own part, I sbould suggest 
an interview witb Mr. Crofton, and some searcb- 
ing investigations ; but if, as you say, tbe lady 
is so peremptory on tbis point, better let tbe 
matter rest." 

And so tbe very circumstances wbicb migbt 
bave been supposed to lead to unmasking a 
villain, only rendered bim more secure. 

For more tban a week Flora's ultimate reco- 
very was despairel of, but as soon as sbe was 
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able to be removed, preparations were made 
for taking her and Mrs. Vallackto Trelightheiiy 
where, for the present Tapley was to accom- 
pany them, till he got stronger, and would 
be able to undertake scAne work for Mr. 
Williams. 

It would only be dwelling longei; than is 
pleasant on the transactions and congratula- 
tions of two unprincipled men, if we repeated 
tho conversation between Mr. Crofton and Mr. 
Haviland, when they talked over the facts 
relating to Tapley's disclosure, which the latter 
related. The mistaken belief they had all 
fallen into was most fortunate, since it entirely 
prevented their urging more successful disco- 
veries. Most of the self-congratulations, how- 
ever, were on the part of Mr. Haviland, who 
saw another means given to him of grinding 
down the pride of superiority, which Mr. 
Crofton ever raised as a barrier between them. 
Had he been a younger man, it is not impro- 
bable he might have formed the bold scheme of 
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trying to ingratiate himself in Miss Vallaok^s 
lavour, and endeavouring to become her 
husband, when, with one stroke, he could 
have put down the Croftons for ever, and 
stepped into their place — since his own wife 
would not be likely to punish him for the 
robbery l^e had committed under strong temp- 
tation. 

But though this scheme was unfeasible^ it 
was some satisfaction to see how Crofton 
winced under his disappointed and ill-concealed 
hopes of a marriage between Guy and the 
heiress. Now, that was impossible, for he 
could only disavow himself to be her father, 
by attributing other more powerful reasons 
for her abducliou, which would, no doubt, 
ultimately lead to a lull discovery of the actual 
truth. 

It was mo&t fortunate that Maggs and Havi- 
land were Mr. Croft on's lawyers, as the latter 
was tiiUs enabled to give the eailiest intima- 
tion ot even the slightest movement in this 
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extraordinary case, which could lead to an 
unravelling of the plot. Haviland was behind 
the scenes, and could tell how far each cha- 
racter was likely to affect the parts played 
by the cHief actors in this mysterious drama. 
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CHAFEEK XVII. 



^^ Indeed, Fitz, I don't think it would do yoa 
the least harm to go into the office for an hour 
to-day ; you will make yourself reaUt/ ill if you 
give way like this to what Trevennon says is 
only a nervous attack" 

Fitz lifted up his head from the sofa on 
which he was lying, and looked at his father 
with an expression that seemed to say, ^^ he 
was quite ready to martyrize himself if his 
Mends saw fit to sacrifice him. 

" Perhaps Fitz will Uke to ride or walk first/' 
suggested Mrs. Maggs, looking with very 
tender compassion on her milk-sop hero. 

"My dear mother, you know where my 
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thoughts and wishes tend, and it does seem 
hard I cannot be permitted to indulge them." 

Fitz felt sufficient resignation to the trials of 
life, to entitle him to a niche in any saint- 
glorifying abbey in Christendom. 

^* Why, boy," said the father, smiling, " if 
you mean you have not yet been recommended 
to call on Miss Vallack, I must remind you her 
illness has prevented her seeing any one ; but 
I understand she is better, and if you and 
your mother intend calling before she leaves, 
you had better go to-day. 

" How coolly you talk of her leaving," said 
Fitz, pettishly, " you know very well that my 
only present hope is to gain permission to go 
and see her after her return to Cornwall ; Ghiy 
Crofton was in the field before me, and that 
was his advantage, though my chief fear is, 
his shameful conduct may have given her an 
unfavorable opinion of men generally. Of 
course he would never presume to renew his 
suit after his jilting by Charlotte Haviland." 
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" I have very powerful reasons for knowing 
Miss Yallack will never again think of Guy 
Crofton as a lover," cried Mr. Maggs, 
solemnly. 

Mr. Maggs, like many other wise men, kept 
some little secrets from his wif^ and family, 
especially when they did not appertain exclu- 
sively to himself. 

He had, therefore, never hinted a word to 
them or any body else, except Mr. Haviland, 
of the supposed relationship between Flora and 
the Croftons. 'Tis true he was conscious of a 
little more reluctance in encouraging Fitz^s 
admiration for a young lady so peculiarly 
situated, than he had pneviously felt on first 
knowing her, but any idea of thwarting this 
sole darling of his and his wife's heart, had 
never been entertained from the days of lougr 
robe-hood to the present time, and Flora had, 
if it must be confessed, rather won the old 
gentleman's affections, for he chose^ in 
some way, to connect her in his thoughts 
with that happy evening when Peggy whispered 
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in his ear he was a father — a whisper, as we 
know, that was never repeated. 

" Whjr, I haye not such a mean opinion of 
myself as to be jealous of any fellow being/' 
resumed Fitztracy, trying to raise his head so 
as to catch a glimpse of his face in an opposite 
mirror, "and I can^t tell what she saw in 
Crofton, after all, for I have no doubt before 
many yters are over his head he will turn out 
just such a pompous, stiff-necked braggadocia 
as his father." 

**Well, Fitz," said Mr. Maggs, seriously, 
" one thing I must caution you, against, in any 
way, alluding to the Crofton^s before Miss 
Vallack ; circumstances render that subject 
peculiarly disagreeable. And now, my dear 
fellow, take my advice and bum all those 
ridiculously scribbled over scraps of paper you 
have been so busy with since your illness. 
Whether you really have any poetical brains or 
not, I donH pretend to be judge enough to dia- 
oover, but I warn you, that however womra 
like poet-lovers, they don't so often efaose 
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poet-husbands. Never expect to succ^d in 
any kind of business if you encourage a taste 
for scribbling rhyme. Better turn player, 
turn soldier, turn radical, anything rather 
than turn poet. I have seen the fate of too 
many of them. They have idled away their 
time, wrapped in all sorts of romantic, never- 
realized visions, always dreaming of some 
wonderful event that was to exalt them above 
their prosy fellow mortals— too super-celestial 
to take any interest in the common concerns of 
this world, and eminently contemptuous of all 
who did not try to mount the winged horse. 
Generally speaking I have been pretty correct 
im my prognostications, when I have seen a 
man devote himself to the nymphs of Parnassus 
— a youth of idle romance, a manhood of 
poverty and soured disappointed spirit, and a 
death brought on by want and sorrow, un- 
pitied and unaided by any of the flattering 
patrons who promised so much.'* 

Whether this timely check deprived the 
world of a great poet, can now never be ascer- 
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tained, for Fitz being just at that moment so 
elated with his father's promised acquiescence 
iu his addressing Miss Vallack, scrambled the 
whole heap together, throwing these once 
precious productions on the fire; before his 
admiring, genius-worshipping mother, to whom 
he had read them, could succeed in saving 
more than one, which being only remarkable 
for the repetition of those lover-poets text 
words, ** met and forget," '^ love and dove," 
and containing no newer sentiment than that 
if the divine Flora thought of him at any hour 
of the day or night, she might feel sure his 
waking or sleeping thoughts would be of her — 
it is not considered necessary to insert them 
here. 

Soon after Mr. Maggs set off into town to 
his ofiice, and Fitztracy having made a very 
elaborate toilet, escorted his mother to Mrs. 
Trevennon's. 

^Tis surprising how love encreases in talking 
of the object. Young Maggs had talked a 
great deal about Flora Yallack during the last 
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fortnight, for though his father was silent on 
her connection with Mr. Crofton, yet enough 
else remained to form a subject for many con- 
versations, of the strange way in which his 
slight mention of the papers on his birth-day 
had led to its being discovered they belonged 
to Flora's mother. So that by the time he 
reached Mr. Trevennon's door he was, if pos- 
sible, ten times more in love with her than 
ever. 

Both Mrs. Vallack and Flora were then so 
far recovered as to see visitors, so with a very 
beating heart, Fitz entered the drawing-room, 
and found himself in the presence of '' the di- 
vine empress of his soul," as he had called her 
in one of his fugitive pieces. 

Other and more serious events had almost 
caused Flora to forget her little annoyance at 
Fitztracey's ridiculous love tricks, so she treated 
him with the easy familiarity of an old friend, 
or perhaps with somewhat of the arch con- 
sciousness of having been the object of a very 
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tti^^ attachment, which the young man had 
ginco got the better of. Mra. Magg's partiali- 
ties and antipathies being alawys fomukfd on 
those of Fitztracy, she, as may be supposed^ 
felt quite an irresistible affection fbr Miss 
Vallaolc, and declaring a close carriage was 
much more suitable for an invalid to go' out in 
the first time, than an open one, insisted on 
being permitted to call for Flora next day^ and 
take her for a drive. Perhaps Mrs. MaggS 
forgot there was another delicate lady present, 
or perhaps she wanted to have Miss Yallack all 
to herself, for she never said a word about 
taking any one else, though Flora hinted a 
wish to resign her place to Mrs. Yallack. 

Apparently the nobly descended lady was bo 
well pleased with her young companion, she 
was unwilling to part with her, for the carriage 
only returned to the Trevonnons, that Flora 
mi^t alight and make a request to ^nd the 
day at the Maggs'. Old Mr. Yallack fetched 
her in the evening, and Fitz so well aquitted 
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himself, or was seen to so mucli advantage, 
that he succeeded in gaining an invitation to 
go down to Trelighthen and spend Xmas. 

Every clock in the town had struck twelve be- 
fore they were allowed to take their departure, for 
the Vallacks were to set off in a couple of days, 
and Mr. Maggs, as well as his son, was sorry 
to lose such pleasant new friends ; still there 
were plans for future meetings and renewal of 
intercourse, and Fitz only felt just sufficient 
loverlike despair and apprehension to excuse 
his not being in his best spirits. 

So when he went to bed it was with the 
firm conviction he had spent a most happy day. 
How many similar ones his fancy sketched out 
for him tradition recordeth not. 



TOIh il 
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CHAPTEE XVIIL 



Theke were boxes and carpet bags, baskets 
and paper parcels, and all the scattered prepa- 
rations that indicated a journey, to be seen in 
the hall, and in the breakfast room at Mr. 
Trevennon's. Presently Flora appeared, bear- 
ing enough cloaks, and shawls, and boas on 
her arms, to have sufficed for a winter in 
Spitsbergen. Very flushed and busy, she 
seemed to be, as if to leave no unguarded 
moment for thought to intrude — though she 
could not help feeling the contrast between 
her present sensations and those with which 
she had, a few months before, entered that 
house. All was bright and hopeful then. 
Now she was returning from this long-looked 
to visit, with her anticipations disappointed, a 
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weight of care oo her heart, and a never ceas- 
ing subject for harassing reflections. 

Discoveries she never dreamed of had been 
forced upon her. A whole life of incidents had 
been crowded into that brief space, and once or 
twice she was even tempted to wish she had 
never been taken from her early village home — 
had lived, and loved, and died there, unknown 
and unnoticed. 

Just before they were ready to start, Mr. 
Haviland came in with a message from Mr. 
Maggs, which, that gentleman regretted, busi- 
ness of importance prevented his delivering in 
person. 

It certainly is in the power of every one to 
be agreeable if they choose ; and, in the few in- 
terviews Mr. Haviland had had with the Val- 
lacks, he succeeded in prepossessing them very 
favourably. Towards Flora he assumed a man- 
ner something between that of a theatrical father 
or guardian, and a respectful middle-aged ad- 
mirer ; being anxious, as it would seem, to make 
2 
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a plea&dng impression on her in either character. 

The message he was the bearer of, might 
just as well have been entrusted to a olerk« hut 
there was a restless, eager desire to see one— r 
now so completely in his power, but whom 
some unforeseen event might place him at the 
mercy of — safely away from that dangerous 
neighbourhood ; and he wished to keep on goQ^ 
terms with her, because, at some future time, 
a rupture with Mr. Crofton might render a 
penitential disclosure to Miss Vallack desirable. 

** Well, indeed, Haviland, I shall be obliged 
by your escorting them to the station, for I hare 
a patient I am most anxious to see as soon as 
possible," said Mr. Trevennon, in answer to a 
very gallant and jessing offer of his serrices 
from Mr. Haviland ; " so I will say good-bye, 
now," as he very affectionately kissed his aunt, 
and shook hands with Mr. Yallack, who, as 
usual on all particular occasions, was in a very 
cantankerous temper ; finding fault with every 
thing, and then scolding everybody for being 
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x^toBS and fidgetty, and not taking things eooUy, 
as he did. 

'^Now remember) Fl(mi, I shall eispect a 
thousand little preparations against our Christ- 
mas risit^ fevery end of Whieh I will have per- 
formed by yourself; resume all yoitr old indus- 
trious habitS) my doar girl ; forget this past, or, 
at least, this unlucky visit ; and let me find 
roses and smiles, as of old, when I come to 
Trelighthen," and with a parting embrace that 
might have raised the jealousy of many a less 
Reasonable, good-humoured wife than little 
Mrs. Trevennon, Herbert once more cautioned 
Flora about her health and spirits, and left 
the house. ^ 

^^ How unfinished and uninteresting the finest 
painting is without some living creature intro- 
duced into it,'' said Mr. Haviland turning to a 
landscape over the fire-place to avoid noticing 
Flora's depression. ^^ Man takes little plea- 
sure in a so^ne wherein neither his fellow 
mortal nor the animals over which he has 
4ominion bear any part These trees and 
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meadows, and the waterfall, are nature itBslt) 
but the whole wants life and animation, wlikdit 
eyen a solitary cow or aheep would have giyea 
to it." 

Since Mr. Haviland had been able to buj 
pictures he considered himself a connoisseur. 

^^ I confess I never saw that defect in it myr 
self," retorted Mr. Vallack, feeling quite comt 
fortable at having some one to conteadict ; ^'and^ 
in my opinion, it is no mark of good taste to 
discover faults at a first glance. It shows a 
congeniality with what is incorrect and pre- 
posterous, rather than a proper appreciation of 
what is good ; for the same eye would, very 
probably, fail to discover true beauty and 
merit. Besides there are many people can find 
out imperfections, but very few are as quick at 
seeing perfection." 

The only notice Mr# Haviland took of this 
remark was to look at his watch, and suggest 
their setting oflf to be in time for the lO.LO 
train. 

^^ If you are parting firom dear friends, Misd 
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Y«llacky whose joumey is perfonned by water, 
oever go to the shore to see them ofl^" said 
Mr. Havilandy as he walked by Flora's side ; 
trying to show, by ev^ery means in his power, 
^ow amiably disposed towards her he was; ^4t 
is only prolonging angnish to stand and watch 
the vessel receding fiirther and farther from 
you till it becomes a mere spec. Now a rail- 
Way train whisks you out of sight in a minute ; 
it does not afford you time to be sentimental ; 
for, as you turn from the station, the consoling 
thought occurs that a few hours can restore you 
to the dear one you have just lost. Ah ! here 
we are, only just in time I expect," and Mr. 
Haviland pushed aside two or three lounging 
idlers, who were neither going to travel them- 
selves nor see friends off. 

" There is always a set of people,*' he con- 
tinued, " in every town and villc^e, who seem 
to have no other earthly business but to watch 
the arrival and departure of travellers. To 
such the cessation of stage coaches must have 
been a dire calamity. Little of the fun can be 
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seen irom the outside of a station, or hetireeti 
the railings near its precincts. They take oi:^ 
their reyenge, howeTer, on the steam-boats ; 
and stand to their hearts' content^ on a bridge 
or muddy strand, till every passenger has em- 
barked or landed." 

The luggage was all ticketed and stowed 
away — ^how safely, the end of the journey 
would reveal. The two ladies, and Mr. Yal- 
lack, were assisted politely, by Mr. Haviland, 
into a first-class carriage, and, at last, even the 
most nervously bustling old lady or gentle^ 
man pushed into seats; porters ran up and 
down — the engine puffed and coughed, and still 
the attentive Mr. Haviland leanedwith hisarm on 
the carriage window, and one foot on the step. 

" All right !" was bawled from the guards ; 
and, once more nodding to their friends, the 
travellers arranged themselves as the train 
moved on, slowly at first, then with a more 
rattling motion ; but it was only for a mom^nt 
or two, when shrieks and loud cries, mingled 
with frantic shouts to *^ hold on," " to stop," 
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and once more a jerking movement brought 
them steady. Some acoident had eyidently 
happined, for the guard, and two or three por- 
ters, and the stragglers who had been saying 
adieux, hurried baok to one part of the plat- 
form. Mr. Vallack looked out ; ^ little crowd 
was collecting, it stopped, gave way, raised 
some heavy weight carefully, and bore it to* 
wards the waiting-room. 

*' Something dreadful has occurred I fear," 
Said Mr. Yallack, again putting in his head, 
while one or two passengers descended fearfully. 

"In the last carriage," said a policeman, 
hastily, as he opened the door of the one in 
which the Vallacks sat, " a gentleman saw your 
parly off, I think, sir ; perhaps you would like 
to get out and ascertain the facts. I don't think 
he is quite killed ; but, if he is one belonging 
to either of you, you might wish to alight." 

This was rapidly uttered by the man almost 
in a breath, and scarcely comprehended by his 
astonished auditors. Somewhat of the import 
o 5 
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flashed suddenly across Mr. Ti^ck's finfilti^^ 
and in a moment he Sprang from l^h&rna^^ 
followed almost nnconsdoudj^frf his imf^j arid 
the aflfrighted Flora, They hastily accompanied 
the policeman to the waiting-room, where, ia^ 
others drew back to prevent the approach of 
those, it was ascertained the unfortunate man 
had come with, they beheld stretched on the 
table the mangled body of Mr. Hayiland. « 

He so lately full of suavity and smiles, now- 
lay ghastly, disfigured, and covered with blood 
and mud ; but he was recognized immediately ; 
and then one of the directors who happened to 
be present comprehended all that was necessary 
to be done and ordered. 

The safety of the great mass of living human 
beings must not be endangered for the sake of 
one lifeless body ; he whispered a few words to 
Mr. Vallack, stepped out again on the platform,, 
gave a hasty order, and on onee more moved 
the noisy, rumbling train. 

Medical men arrived one after an other, sum-* 
moncd on the report of an accident, and 
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wiongst them Mr. Treyennon, pale and appre- 
hensive for the safely of those dear ones he had 
so lately parted from. 

He seized each of their hands hurriedly as 
he passed on, with a less beating heart, to the 
table, a short examination was made, and then 
a litter called for, on which, after a few soft 
coverlids were spread, the crushed body was 
tenderly laid. 

A low, agonizing groan escaped him, and 
this gave the first indication of life to those 
around: gently he was carried to his house, 
followed by the doctors, and also at a little dis- 
tance by Mr, and Mrs. Vallack and Flora, who 
had of course immediately abandoned all thought 
of their journey till the fate of poor Mr, Havi- 
land was ascertained. 

Mrs. Yallack seemed of little use; but Flora 
thought of all that must be required, and heed- 
less of observation, glided on rapidly past the 
mournful procession to give notice to the ser- 
vants to have everything ready to receive their 
wounded master. 
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As is generally the case in a widower's^ or 
bachelor's establishment, nothing was at band, 
nothing could be got or done on an enrergeaoy ; 
the maids were too much horrified and lediooked 
to piepare a bed at an instant's noti<^; but 
flinging off her bonnet and shawl, Flora ratinp 
stairs, and with a little help, succeeded in 
having all ready to receive the sufferer. She 
then retired to the parlour, after a whispered 
injunction from Mr. Trevennon not to leave 
till he saw her again. He well knew the value 
of a woman such as Flora Yallack was in the 
time of sickness and danger ; if the unhappy 
man lived, some means must be adopted for 
supplying to him the daughter he had lost. 

Mrs. Vallack was despatched back to the 
Trevennou's, neither her strength or nerves 
permitting her to be of any use ; and then, after 
pulling down the blinds to shutout the curious 
gaze of the crowd who had followed them to 
Mr. Haviland's house, Flora and Mr. Vallack 
anxiously waited some intelligence from the 
sick room. 



V\ 
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Neither of them could bear to speak of what 
had happened — all they gleaned during thi^ 
few minutes they wore at the station was^ that 
the gentleman bad evidently lingered too long 
on the door, the sudden movement had either, 
thrown him off his balance, or he had in some* 
way got entangled in the step and fell, as the 
carriage moved away from the platform. For- 
tunately it was the last on the line, or he must 
have been killed on the spot. 

A messenger had been dispatched to Mr. 
Maggs, and shortly he arrived. " Where, 
where, is his wretched daughter he so much 
loved," cried he, '* she should have been here 
at such a time as this ; yet no one knows where 
to send to her, and if they did, it might be too 
late ; depend on it, a child never deserted a 
parent but she heaped burning coals of sorrow 
and remorse on her head. Poor Haviland was 
too proud of her, too indulgent ; he humoured 
her till he made her selfish ; and then, when his 
own wishes were in opposition to hers, she 
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rapaid him, as he had taught her to repay otli€^' 
with ingratitude and neglecf v- 

Mr. Treyennon and another surg^^on ndW 
entered silently ; there was no soft, soothing- 
spoken word of hope ; they felt none themselves," 
and thought it vain to whisper it to others. 
All had. been done that medical aid could 
suggest ; but the injuries were such that most 
painful operations had to be performed ; he 
might linger for some time, but there would be 
no ease from agony, but in mortification and 
death. He had been conscious for a few 
minutes, and tried to utter something which 
Mr. Trevennonhad suggested meant his daugh- 
ter ; but he shook his head on her being 
named, and tried to look round to see if any 
other he wanted was near. "Little Flora," 
" child," '* Armitage," was all he muttered that 
we could make out, so he, no doubt, connects 
you, Flora, in his mind with his last moments 
of health and safety. His thoughts amst have 
wandered to Armitage from his being there sa 
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much lately, and thinking his daughter might 
now have been living there.'' 

^^ Do jou think those thongfaHesff sefrvants 
will attend properly to him?'' asked Flora, 
anxiously. 

^^ I do not intend to leave him to their toider 
mercies," replied Trevennon, ** I shall send a 
trustworthy nurse to him immediately, and you 
and Eanny will, I am sure, come in as often as 
you can to see how he is getting on." 

What a terrible calm that is which succeeds the 
bustle and excitement of any sudden, dreadful 
event; when we have patiently to await a 
result, our fears tell us may be fatal — to feel 
helpless — that nothing more can be done, that 
skill and care are in a degree powerless ; time 
only can accomplish what we would fain do 
ourselves. 

None of the usual occupations of life can be 
attended to ; no interest is felt for anything ; 
that horrible suspense must first have an end, 
before the relaxed energy and nerves can 
resume their wonted vigour. 
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Mrs. Trev^^nnon and Flora went several times 
to Mr. Haviland^s during the first two or three 
idayS) and though the frightful injuries about 
his face and head rendered him an unsightly 
object, yet these two kind-hearted, true 
sisters of charity, never shrunk from their 
attendance when they could render any as- 
sistance, w tempt the poor creature to taste a 
morsel of some sustenance. 

Speech was at first denied him, he could only 
utter a few words with difficulty between his 
shrieking exclamations of pain; but Flora 
never came near, but he seemed easier, or at 
least more resigned ; and truly no daughter 
could have nursed a well-beloved father more 
carefully. When the doctors saw this soothing, 
calming effect, they begged her to repeat her 
visits, and remain as long as she could ; and it 
was to her as a relative, all the different symp- 
toms were related. 

" Surely, now, those frightful cuts seem 
healing, there is hope of the terrible bruises 
and contusions too;" said Flora in alow, in- 
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quiring tone, one morning when she had aocom^ 
panied Mr« Trevennon. ^^ His broken 1^ is 
uniting, you say." 

'* Yes, but 'ti» not his outward injuries ; ^tis 
those we cannot see, the danger is to be most 
apprehended from;" replied Trerennon, shaking 
his head ; ^^ he certainly seems much easier 
and more sensible to-day ; 'tis surprising how 
long, he lingers. He has sent for Mr. Maggs, 
80 perhaps he has some business to settle, ot 
his will to make, in which case you had better 
not remain long ; you can come in with me 
again in the evening, to see how he is then« 
How I wish we could hear from Charlotte." 

^' You must not leave me yet," said Mr. 
Haviland faintly, when Mr. Trevennon sug^^ 
gested the probability of his wishing to be 
alone with his partner. ** 'Tis for you to hear, 
'tis for you to know," he repeated over two or 
three times. " I will do justice, and repent 
me of my sins." 

Flora glanced at the surgeon as if to intimate 
he was again wandering; but Mr. Hayilandj 
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taming a very intelligent look on her, add^lf 
"you will forgive me, I feel you will, iQ[i4 |f 
not, what could the law do witl^ this shattered^ 
dying body? Maggi understood he waa tQ 
bring Mr. Fellows, the magistrate, widi jbiflli 
did he not ?'' he asked eagerly. Mr. Trerarmpli 
nodded, and again begged him not to aiciiti 
himself. 

" Bepeat to me that verse," he said, tinming 
to Flora, "beginning. When a wioked QUm 
tumeth from his evil ways." Flora did M he 
desired, Mr. Haviland devoutly following her 
in the words. Just as she paused, Mr. Maggs 
and Mr. Fellows entered the room. 

The dying man held Miss Yallaek's hand 
tightly in his, and as if fearful of har leaving, 
grasped it with all his strength as the graitle- 
men approached the bed ; he motioned Wt* 
Trevenuon to raise him, and then, after mur- 
muring a few words to himself, whether of 
prayer for strength of purpose to carry out his 
desire, or repeating over what he intended 
saying, they knew not. 
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^* Mr. Ma^s," said he at last aloud. ^' TeU 
mO) whether, daring the years I was with you 
as a clerk, and smoe then as a partner, you 
think I have ever acted otherwise than as aH 
honstman." 

** Neyer, Haviland," exclaimed Mr. Magg9 
with energy. *^ Never, my dear fellow, Ab 
an upright man of business I can bear testimony 
to your worth, else you would not have been 
with me so long." 

^^ And yet, Maggs, I have all those years 
been a villain, the worst of villains ; for I hare 
been a hypocrite-— one simple act of weakness 
made me a rogue for life." 

" Good God, Haviland, what do you mean ?* 
mei Maggs, who trembled and looked more 
like a culprit than the poor wretch who was 
confessing his guilt. Mr. Maggs was an 
honourable man himself, and as such, had been 
above suspecting ill of others* 

'^ Wait a moment till this spasm is over and 
I will tell you all ?" gasped poor Mr. Haviland, 
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biting his lips with pain. " Mr. Fellows must 
bear witness to what I say." 

And then for the space of a few minutm 
there was a dead stillness in that sick room, 
each one, perhaps, forming some different con- 
jeoture as to the confession they were about 
to hean 

When death approaches one whose life has 
been openly, notoriously wicked, those nea^ 
can speak boldly to him of his sins, and exhort 
him to repent, trembling though they be, lest 
contrition is felt too late. 

But such a scene is not, perhaps, so terrible 
as to hear one, who has been considered to lead 
an irreproachable life, confess, on a death-bed, 
to guilt and crime which has escaped detection, 
and been hid for years in the bosom of that 
conscience-stricken wretch who is now revealing 
it at Such an awful moment. Even the dearest 
friend involuntarily recoils, till the remem- 
brance occurs, that 'tis not then a time for the 
hand of man to punish ; the self-accusing cri- 
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minal has been arraigned to appear before a 
higher court, Tfhere an Almighty Judge will 
co]p[demn or acquit him. 

"Mr. Magga," resumed the sufferer, "you re- 
member well that evening, I know, when, many 
years ago we were both detained at the oflBlce 
from the weather, that a widow lady called." 

" Yes, yes, Haviland, we must both remem- 
ber it ; it has lately been so forcibly recalled to 
memory by strange events," and Mr. Maggs 
glanced at Miss Vallack. 

" Ton recollect your wonderment and my 
curiosity respecting the contents of the parcel 
she left. By you the affair was soon forgotten, 
but not so by me ; there was a mystery, a ro- 
mance about it and the beautiful stranger, I 
wanted to unravel, and whenever she oame 
again, I determined to listen to what she re- 
vealed. She nevei did come, and a few weeks 
before the yeair expired, I entered your private 
office with papers at the moment when you 
had that particular chest open, depositing other 
valued documents in it As I glanced into it, 
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I saw the identical little packet lying near the 
bottom, evidently unheeded by you. While 
you were giving me some directions, a person 
came to the office door to speak to you; I 
believe his business was unimportant, or not 
requiring a long interview, for, instead of dis* 
missing me as usual, you advanced to the door 
and spoke a few words in a low voice. But 
had you spoken loud as thunder I should not 
have heard or heeded you ; I was bending in 
over the tin case ; and prompted then, as I now 
solemnly declare, only by curiosity, I took the 
packet in my hand. I had scarcely turned it 
round when you made a movement to advance, 
and as your back had been towards me, you had 
observed nothing I did. Had I at that in- 
stant put it back, you must have seen me do 
it, though your only reprimand would have 
been for the liberty of meddling with your 
private papers. But guilt is always cowardly 
and hesitating. Scarcely conscious what I did, 
I hid the little parcel amongst the papers I 
was to carry into my own office. As soon as ' 
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it was actually in my possession, I would have 
given all I was then worth to have had it back 
where I took it from. It was too closely sealed 
for my inquisitiveness to be satisfied in the 
slightest way ; and then I never dared contem- 
plate breaking the seals. My only chance, 
or hope was, being able — as when I purloined 
it — to be in your office when you went to that 
same case, and replacmg it without your obser- 
vation. No such chance, however, occurred. 
Day after day, I carried it about with me, 
feeling all the while as if I had placed a serpent 
near my heart to gnaw into my vitals. Had 
I had the courage to confess all to you then, 
what sorrow and trouble the innocent would 
have been spared,* what guilt the weak princi- 
pled would have avoided, and what hypocrisy, 
and misery, and sin I should have been with- 
held from." 

Mr, Haviland paused a moment, and so 
astonished at what he had owned to, and so 
bewildered as to what this first step in error 
led, were those present, that no one made the 
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slightest remark or allusion to what they 
heard ; their only anxiety seemed to be, afford* 
ing temporary ease again to the sufferer. 

Flora, alone, had manifested any emotion at 
the mention of what she believed to be her 
mother's papers ; but though her hand shook, 
and was deadly cold, Mr. Haviland still held it 
in his burning grasp. It appeared as if he felt 
it his only support, or that while he kept it, he 
should have courage to tell all. Mr. Maggs 
evidently looked distressed, and perhaps, 
rather impatient to bear the result, though he 
(Jared not hurry or interrupt the dying man. 

" There is only one opportunity for retrieving 
the first step in involuntary crime ; that is the 
very instant after it has been committed," 
resumed Mr. Haviland, " The guilt seems less 
and less glaring every hour, till it fades into 
what we fain to consider a mere trifling fault, 
which is only to be repaired, though by other 
acts still more unjustifiable. I looked at and 
turned over that packet so often, till I per- 
suaded myself there was ,no more harm in 
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Opening it, and seeing the contents, than keep- 
ing it, as 1 did, in my possession. If my life 
could be prolonged a hundred years, I never 
should forget my first sensations, as I broke 
the seals carefully, and took up, one by one, 
the papers which fell out. There were two 
or three letters from a husband to his wife. 
There was a marriage certificate. There were 
several closely-filled sheets of paper, evi- 
dently written in the same hand as the direc- 
tion, containing a short history or account of 
the writer, and the incidents of her life — a 
sort of journal — particularly of the last year or 
two, and there was a note or two to a Londo n 
banker, who seemed to know something of the 
lady, as she alluded in it to one or two passages 
of her life. In this was a cheque for one hun- 
dred pounds* That caused my ruin. The note 
was unsealed, whether purposely or accidentally 
I know not ; but, from that moment, I deter- 
mined none of the contents of the parcel should 
ever be restored — at least, . not until I found 

VOL. II. p 
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whether that money could be obtained by 
myself without risk of detection. The wlioJe 
was 60 carelessly ordered and airanged, so 
much like what a woman of no business know- 
ledge would do under the excited feelings 
which, throughout all, seemed to have prompted 
her. The yeiy next morning^ on my going.to 
the office, as I generally did before Mr. Maggs, 
I found several letters waiting for him — one of 
them made me start. It was eyidently from 
the widow. I knew that writing too well by 
that time, and, moreoTer, it bore the post-mark 
of the town where she stated her marriage had 
been solemnised, and where she was going for 
her confinement ; that her child, if it lived, 
might be baptised in the same church. 

It would never do for Mr. Maggs to get 
possession of that letter. I opened it, and 
found 1 was right as to the writer^ who, after 
warmly thanking Mr. Maggs for his care of the 
packet, begged it might be enclosed in a sheet 
of paper to the Eev. Cladis Williams, Tattle- 
field, and forwarded immediately. It spoke of 
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her child, and her own feeble health, which 
which rendered her anxious to declare, and 
secure for it, the birthright it was entitled to — 
in doing which she hoped for Mr. Maggs's 
assistance, as it was owing to his being the 
lawyer of her husband's family, and her 
haying heard testimony borne to his high and 
honest principles, and kind feeling, she had 
selected him to deposit the papers with. That 
letter I kept, and hid with the rest." 

"And where is it — where are they, Mr. 
Hayiland, I beseech you to tell me ? They 
belonged to my mother. I know they did. 
Mr. Maggs will tell you. Indeed you must 
have heard so, after all else- they have lately 
discovered." These words ykere uttered by 
*Flora with an eagerness that made her even 
forget the danger of exciting the sick man* 
**Tell me you still have them, and I will for- 
give the injury you did me, and the years of 
uncertainty I have known." 

"They are all safe," replied Mr, Haviland, 
P 3 
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in a clear, solemn tone. ^^ Mr. Maggs wffl 
find them all in that iron chest; but be&^i^ 
you take them, let me finish what I have to 
confess." 

*^ One word only, Mr. Haviland," cried FIo^ 
imploringly. *' You spoke of a marriage certi- 
ficate. Was then my mother married — to Mn 
Crofton ?" she added in a lower voice. 
** Never — she never saw him in her life.'' 
'* How then was I told he was my fether ?'' 
" To doubly blind you to any chance of dis- 
covery," said Mr. Haviland. "But let me 
finish — " 

" Only one question more, and I will be 
silent," cried Flora, trying to kneel by the side of 
the bed, but Mr. Haviland held her hand too 
tightly pressed near him. " What is really my 
name ? Who was my father ?" 

" James Armitage, son of Eichard Armitage, 
of Armitage Hall," repeated Mr. Haviland, in 
a slow, but loud voice. " You were bom in 
wedlock. Every proof shall be put into your 
possession. You alone are owner of Armi- 
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tage^ for you are your grandfatheiM next of 
kin." 

As Mr. Hayiland spoke these words, all pre- 
sent, rose, as.if by one impulse, and looked 
stedfastly on him, 

" I speak the truth now, so help me Gk)d," 
he added, solemnly. " I have sinned deeply, 
and deeply have I been punished. First, my 
daughter, for whom I plotted, and schemed, 
and extorted money to enrich, left me, dis* 
graced herself, thwarted my hopes, and leaves 
me now to die with strangers. That day when 
I went with Miss Armitage, as I will now call 
her — ^to the station, [retribution overtook me. 
I longed to drive her from here, out of my 
sight — but Heaven had decreed otherwise ; and 
now it has been my only comfort to have 
her near me. And spite of all I have done, 
my hope is, she will remain to close my 
eyes." 

Flora pressed his hand fervently, but her 
heart was too full to speaL 
. '^ Havilsndy why, when you knew all this, 
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did you let Mr. Crofton take possession ? You 
have deceiyed and injured him too, since now 
he must giye ap all again,'^ said Mr. Maggs, 
imoaslj. ^^Tbe mischief may be iacahm- 

"He — he-^injnred I He is the greater Til- 
lain. He it is who has rewarded me and iqibeU 
me. He knows he is an usurper of another's jii9t 
rights — he has known it for years. He liaa 
also lately known Miss Armitage is the heir^'' 
cried Mr.Haviland, yehemently. "Talk not 
of injury to him — ^rather demand reparation 
and justice, while I still surviye to enforce and 
prove it" 

This paroxysm of feeling, threw the miserable 
man into such an excited state that all present 
feared he would die with half the mystery he 
had to disclose untold. 

" Let a messenger be sent to Mr, Crofton,'^ 
he whispered, faintly, as the soothing mixture, 
immediately administered, began to take efEect. 
And then he sunk off into a deep slumber, un- 
disturbed even by the eager remarks and 
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mutual inquiries and suggestions of those in 
his room where they all still remained* 

Mr. Trevannon glided round the bed by 
Flora's sidie^ and flitting his srm round hei^ 
kissed her, and m^nrmusred his warm and isin- 
cere congratulations — ^he thought nothing of 
any difficulties, he saw only the bright pros- 
pect before one he had always loved as a dear 
sister —whatever wealth, whatever possessions 
she obtained, he thought she richly deserved 
them all. 

Mr. Maggs, too, when hi^ first astonishment 
had a little subsided, approached and offered 
his heartfelt wishes for the restitution of her 
right ; and if in contemplating the time when 
the beautiful heiress took possession of Ar- 
mitage Hall, he also saw his darling son Fitz- 
tracy performing a very prominent part, he 
may surely be forgiven. 

To Flora, the actual assurance that that 
noble domain, to which she had only once 
been invited on sufferance, belonged to her, 
seemed of little note, compared with the words 
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which still rang in her ear — "your mot^ier 
never saw Mr. Crofton.^^ Guy was then no 
brother of hers — she need nsTer again blnsh 
at the recollection of having lovqd him — ^faith- 
less and ingrate even as he had proved him- 
self to be. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



^^ Lbi me tell yoa all while I have yet 
strength," said Mr, Haviland, when, in about 
an hour, he awoke calm and collected; ^^you 
do not yet know the worst." 

And then, after they had again supported 
him with pillows, and drawn near, so as not 
to lose a word, he resumed his confessions. 
Telling how he had listened, unflinchingly, to 
Mr. Maggs's astonishment on discovering the 
loss of the papers, and his consoling him with 
the fact that he would but have found them to 
destroy them, that it was .altogether, perhaps, 
only a hoax. 

Then his waiting nervously for any further 
communication from Mrs. Armitage — his 
p 5 
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dreading every footstep — how that his fears 
gradually subsided — till he, at length, found 
courage to go to Tattlefield, where he asoer- 
tained, by her letter, she was going to reside 
for the present. His hearing there of her 
death, before the anniversary of her visit to 
Mr. Maggs— of the mystery all her affairs 
were involved in — that she was known only as 
Mrs. James— even suspected of never having 
been married — and of her child, the little 
Flora, being brought up by a poor cottager, on 
the charity of the clergyman. On his return, 
he went to London, and presented the cheque, 
to which he signed a fictitious name, but re* 
ceived the cash without exciting any suspicion, 
owing to the facts Le was able to allude to re- 
specting Mrs. James. 

" I was then only a poor clerk, married, and 
with a wife and child to support on my salary," 
said Mr. Haviland ; "in those days, a hun(-red 
pounds seemed an inexhaustible fortune ; but 
it soon went, as all such ill-gotten wealth ever 
does, without procuring any of the comforts 
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and realities I expected^ — and what was worse 
still, it gave me a desire of obtaining money by 
means as reprehensible and easily concealed*" 

Mr. Haviland then proceeded by describing 
his consternation some years afterwards^ when 
he heard of the death of dd Mr, Armitage ; 
whOy believing his son James had left no child, 
ordered his supposed next of kin, Mr, Samuel 
Crofton, to take, and keep possession, unless a 
nearer heir could be found. How he bitterly 
cursed his crime of theft and forgery, which 
put it out of his power, not only to restore the 
just rights to the real owner — for the hundred 
pounds was alluded to in the papers — but 
also, what he then more deeply regretted, not 
being able to claim, or in any way profit by 
the means^ he held of procuring a handsome re- 
muneration. 

Then, also, when too late, he heard of Mr. 
Armitage's acknowledged intention of reward- 
ing any one who could have brought forward a 
nearer heir in direct descent. But all was un- 
available then, too much publicity would have 
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been given to any diidaraie tmah m lLe>b|u|;to 
make, and his chaiaeter and proqiQ^ ruined 
for ever. 

It was in a husky ¥oioe^ aid withi.xiMiiy 
interruptions, . Mr. Haviland told of his first 
visit to Mr. Crofton ;^ of tbi^gentlemanV going 
to see the register of Flora's baptism, jEmd: of 
her father and mothers marriage- — of his giving 
her to Herr Ceasarotti, not to get rid of an ille- 
gitimate child, but of the rightful owner of the 
estate he unjustly determined to keep— of bis 
paying his partner in iniquity, two hundred a- 
year to keep his seoret, and of the compact he 
had been forced to sign for muting Guy, his 
presumptive heir, with Charlotte, the daughter 
for whom he was thus blindly perilling his 
soul. 

^^ One link has been added after another, so 
rapidly, since Miss Armitage has been in this 
neighbourhood,^^ continued Mr. Haviland, 
" that I cannot but think the hand of Provi- 
dence guided her here. The chain is now 
complete, I have supplied all that was wanting. 
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^d Uiou^'you will say there is little merit 
& a death-bed confession — foreed from me by 
pain— and the conviction that I am not per- 
mitted to carry either my secret or my ill-got- 
ten wealth with me into anotfaw world ; yet let 
me at least hear human lips promise me foiv 
giveuess^and I beseech you to try every 
meatts of prolonging my life till I have seen 
some of the wrong I have done repaired. 
Without this I shall not die in peace/' 

" Mr. Crofton, sir," said the nurse, opening 
the door gently^ " shall I show him up*'' 

" Let me then retire," exclaimed Flora, who 
now first seemed roused to a sense of the 
position in which she really stood with that 
proud unprincipled man. ^^ I will return as 
soon as he has left ;" an4 waiting for no reply 
or consent, she hurried from the room. On 
the stair landing, she encountered Mr. Crofton, 
who looked highly astonished at seeing Miss 
Yallack there ; but Flora brushed past him as 
if afraid of coming in contact with one she so 
despised; and, scarcely recovered from this 
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gtrange reeognition^ he entered the sick chain* 
ber, prepared to find Haviland alone, and as he 
hoped, from all he had just heard — dying — 

Great was his surprise, then, to see Mr. 
MaggSy Mr. Fellows, one of the county magis- 
trates, and Mr. Treyennon, in attendance ; but 
his usual presence of mind enabled him to sa- 
lute those gentlemen coolly, and to offer his 
oon4olonce to tho invalid, neither of which 
civilities seemed to be acknowleged or appreci- 
ated as he expected. 

^* Mr. Crofton," at last said the sick man, 
" you will say, death makes cowards of us all. 
It has made me an honest man, though too late 
to be of any avail to me in this world. I have 
strength and breath left me for little conver- 
sation, and for no reproaches or recriminations. 
These gentlemen are in possession of my secret, 
and of yours — they know of my guilt and of 
yours — they will not deny me their forgiveness 
for my share — ^let me hear you, as I have, ac- 
luiowledge the sin you have committed, and 
aide their mercy and forbearance.'' 
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" My dear fellow/' exclaimed Mr. Crofton, 
in a soothing, pacifying tone, " what are yon 
alluding to ; I fear he is wandering sadly," he 
added, turning, with well acted commiseration, 
to the others. " I thought he could not be 
conscious what he was doing, to send for me.'' 

" Mr. Crofton, do not prove yourself a 
greater viliian than eyen I believe and know 
you to be," cried Haviland, starting up in the 
bed, and turning his ghastly countenance full 
towards his former colleague. " Can you look 
me in the face and tell me you are not the 
thief, the usurper, the impostor, I accuse you 
of being." 

And Haviland's glassy eyes glared wildly 
on Mr. Crofton, but he did not shrink from 
the gaze. 

" Poor man — ^poor fellow," he repeated, " it 
is a sad sight, a scene I cannot stand," and he 
moved as if to leave the room. 

"Stop a moment, Mr. Crofton," said Mr. 
Fellows, now first addressing him. "Mr. 
Haviland has accused you of what cannot be 
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lightly refuted ; these gentlemen have, it 
a personal right to demand both explanatioit 
and reparation* I, as a magistrate, beg your 
attendance till you hear of what you are ao* 
oused — andy by Heavens you must not leave 
till this dark tale, we have just been listening : 
to, is proved to be either true or feilse.'' 

Mr. Crofton's cheek blanched now, and hb 
tremblingly took a chair — in silence, however 
— ^whether the silence of proud, conscious inno^ 
cence, or of sullen guilt they could not yet 
judge. 

Mr. Fellows then briefly related the sub- 
stance of Mr. Haviland's strange disclosures, 
while the countenance of the consumniiate 
hypocrite was narrowly watched by the dying 
man. 

^* Gentlemen, are you so weak as to. heel 
the ravings of a self-confessing rogue. Is the- 
character I have so long sustained in this 
country, to be destroyed in one moment, by: 
the malicious accusations of a disappointed 
man. It must suffice for me to tell you I dis^ 



aTooiesid deo^t ewerj word, of eyerj transaotioa 
ia jsliidi I ion iftid tb haye bome a part.'' 

-^^What! 6TOT /of your disposing of Jlora 
James^or Yallacky as she is called^ to an itinch 
rant showman ?'' askod Mr. Trevennon, indigr 
nantly. ... , , 

*^ My dear sir^ you ask me enigmas* Ik-^ 
ouse me if I am not very ()nick at finding them 
ont," said Mr. Crofton, ironicaUy, thinking his 
saJGost course would be to deny eyery tJbing. 

^^Or of paying me to suppress the papers 
which would prpve her to be heiress of Armi- 
tage ?" asked Mr. Haviland, eagerly. 

^^I know of. no papers possibly connecting 
me, in any way, with Miss Vallack," replied Mr, 
Crofton, contemptuously, ^^ I know jiothing 
of the young lady, except her haying eu- 
deayoured to inyeigle my son into a marriage 
with her." 

Mr. Treyennon had just left the room for a 
moment, while these insolent words were 
spoken, or Crofton might not haye been so 
coolly permitted to enjoy his triumph. 
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Spite of all tlA^ a fow minutes ago seeiDod 
80 dear, Mr. Ma|m and Mr. Fellows felt tbdlr 
opinions waver, yfliat, indeed, was there but 
the assertion of a 4|^S ^^^'^^^ ^ substantiate 
SQch a singular tale, 

Mr. Crofton deteotedt ^is sl^ht indieaticA 
in bis favour, and end^foured to ingmtiate 
himself still more, by p^i||ig most unbouniiefll 
txmfidence in their judgment 

Haviland also saw tii^ hesitation, and 
tiiought it time to place all bQwnd doubts He 
banded a kej to Mr. Maggs^ filing him to 
open the iron safe in the conif| pf the Toom, 
and bring a packet, covered witl^ blue paper, 
sealed, and bound round with red ta|e. 

^^Bead them aloud/' he said, ftfter bin 
trembling fingers had, in vain, trie4 to break 
tbe cover, ^^ read the marriage certifioi^ first, 
then the copy of the baptismal registWi^ and 

•^You told me you had destroyed th«ni/' 
Interrupted Mr. Crofton, forgetting his cautii^n 
ia bis rage against Haviland. 
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A rapid glanoe, exchanged bj Mi:. Maggs, 
and the magistrate showed they abnarved tito 
false step he had made. 

At that moment the door opeA^d and in 
walked Tapley — the Herr Ceasarotti trf otiier 
ilays — ^he spoke to no one, but eamt quietly 
across the room tts if he merely int^i^ded to 
fetch something. This had been plaiiAed by 
Mr. Treyennon. 

^' Mr. Maggs, I accuse you of joiniud in a 
conspiracy against me/' oried Mr, Qppftoni 
furiously, " you have tampered with, i^d in* 
veigled that man here to confront me." 

**Mr. Croftom," «aid Mr, Maggs, eoolly, 
"your own guilty consoienee is your ohief 
witness. Why, if you had had no ne£iriou8 
dealings with this man, do you dread hiii pre- 
sence. He has accused you of nothing, jon 
have heard of no accusation, since he has been 
in this room, which connects you with hiiUi if 
he were a stranger to you." 

" It is a nefarious business altogether, tend* 
ing to deprive me of my just rights, and to tet 
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up against me some low bom girl whom you all 
patronise for ought I know/' he exolaimedi 
passionately. . ' 

^^ Don't slander your own daughter, Mr. 
Crofton/' said Tapley, with a quiet smile* 

^^ My daughter I she is no daughter of mine. 
You, like other fools, believe eveiy idle tale 
you are told." 

^^ Tou told me she was so, when I, twelve 
years ago, consented to take her and bring her 
up as a lion princess." 

^^ And I wish ten thousand lions had de- 
voured her," was the sardonic reply. 

^' Ere she had again crossed your path as the 
acknowledged heiress of Armitage," said Mr. 
Haviland solemnly* 

^^Mr. Crofton,'^ sail Mr. Maggs, rising, 
'^ this scene has continued too long ; this ia not 
a place for violent recriminations. Mr. Fellows 
and myself were sent for to hear the dying 
declaration of this unhappy man ; that declara^ 
tion lays to your charge frauds which you will 
of course, take the earliest means of refiiting if 



THS NEXT OF KIN. 233 

false. And now let me be candid as to my 
own Intuitions. The late Mr. Armitage, as 
you are well aware, was for many years my 
personal and intimate friend ; his only long sur- 
viving son James was married and died before 
his father. It was a secret and disapproved 
marriage so that he never knew the maiden- 
name of his daughter-in-law. James, at his 
kst interview, acknowledged that she was in a 
situation to make him a father, and begged he 
would acknowledge her and her child, which, 
in his rage, the old gentleman refused. A few 
weeks afterwards his son was killed in London, 
and from that moment Mr. Armitage entirely 
lost sight of the widow, and never could ascer- 
tain whether she brought a child into the 
world or not. Had that child been found, he 
he would have left it all — ^for one of his dearest 
desires was, that a direct descendent of his own 
should inherit the house he had built, and the 
property he had purchased with the fruits of 
his industry. 

He exacted from me, in his dying moments^ 
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a Mkiim piomifie that should ft nearer kin than 
Mr. Grofton he discovered I would take eyer]r 
step to see him or her estahlished in their 
rights. I told you all this^ Mr. Crofton, in my 
xQtwnew with you when jou first came to 
Armitage, but I repeat it now to recall the 
&^ets to your recollection. So considerate was 
my poor friend for the feelings of the man who 
was to come after him, that he requested we 
would avoid all persecution in divesting him of 
hisassumed position; nobackrentsbedemanded, 
and 80 on — should it ever be necessary for him 
to evacuate the Hall. 

^^ Your taking possession then as you did, Wa9 
no act of injustice or usurpation on your pait ; 
I also sanctioned it ; for T believed you the heir. 
Tour being deprived of these advantages when 
the child of James Armitage was found, would 
therefore rather have excited the commiseration 
and sympathy of every one. No crime would 
have been laid to your charge. But if, Mr. 
Crofton, it can be proved, you have for years 
known that next of kin lived — if we can find 
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Ite 



that jou schemed and plotted to put her oat 
o£ the way — and encouraged and paid th^ 
guilty creature who assisted you in the imposh 
ture, then you will have placed yourself in 
an awkward position* As fitr as I can. judge, 
irom the cursory glance I have given thosQ 
papers, there will be littla difficulty in estab- 
Hating the fact of Flora Yallack, as she has 
lately been known as, being the daughter of 
James Armitage in lawful wedlock. We al* 
ready have the evidence of the Eev. Mr* 
Williams, who knew Grace Flemming well, 
and to whom, the day before her death, she 
confessed the singular facts of her short mar- 
ried life, and her foolish desire of revenge 
on her husband's father for disowning hen 
She solemnly averred to this gentleman she 
had left papers which would unfold all that 
then seemed mysterious, with a friend of the 
family, and had sent for them. Mr. Haviland 
has owned to having stolen the whole of them, 
and here I also see that very letter bearing 
thepost-mark and date of thatperiod, req^uesting 
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them to be forwairded under cover to Mr. 
Williams. We haye also proved the abducticm 
of the child, by Tapley, at your instigation. 
She soon after fell into the hands of her present 
kind protectors. All these particulars have 
been sifted and investigated within the last 
few months, and required only the link. which 
has this day been supplied, to show who she 
really was. 

• ^* As the late Mr. Armitage's legal adviser, 
I shall immediately take the necessary steps 
for establishing his heiress in her just rights ; 
and if you would allow me, Mr. Crofton, to 
offer a word of advice, I would say, . throw no 
^ aggravating obstacles in our way, for as I told 
you just now, you stand in a different position 
to what you did •'hen you ignorantly took 
possession of what fon believed you were enti- 
tled to. One act was an error, the other a 
crime." 

'•>^And if the words of a dying, .suffering 
fiaan can. avail aught, I say, render . justice 
wliere ybu know it to .be -due. . Mr-. Grofton, 
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you know — your heart, your conscience tells 
you I have declared the truth — spare yourself 
the agony I now endure, in mind as well as 
body, by the recollection of my guilt — of my 
haying wronged the innocent. Let me die 
easy, Crofton. Let me feel I repaired the 
wrong I did. Put your hand in mine, and say, 
you will do likewise." 

Mr. Haviland stretched out his hand towards 
the side of the bed where Mr. Crofton stood, 
but it remained untouched. That proud, 
haughty man would not bend his head in 
acknowledgment of sin committed in conni- 
vance with those so immeasurably beneath him 
as Haviland and Tapley. He turned away with 
a malignant scowl, and in a firm, arrogant 
voice, said — 

** I too shall take the steps I deem necessary, 
and shall lose no time in instructing eminent 
legal men to conduct my case." 

So saying, he strode out of the room, leaving 

VOL. II. Q 



33 S THE ^'EXT OP KIK. 

Mr. Maggs little affected by the sneer his last 
words implied. 

** I pity him, gentlemen, at this moment — 
indeed I do," cried poor Haviland, weeping. 
" He knows, better even than we do, that the 
day is not far distant when he must leave that 
noble domain, where he has so long played the 
lordly aristocrat — that his wealthy possessions 
will be taken from him — that he must descend 
to what he once was. This, all this, is bad 
enough ; but there must be the viper gnawing 
in his bosom which guilt ever engenders : he 
knows he has nothing to expect from Miss 
Armitage ; his conduct to her, as a child, was 
cruel, and, as a woman, insulting. He rejected, 
for his son, the very woman he would now 
give the world to see his wife — but it will 
never be !" 

" Never !" repeated Trevennon, earnestly. 
** Guy Crofton added injustice to his father's 
insults, and Flora has too high a spirit for that; 
but now I must have my patient left quiet — ^he 
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has suffered too much ahready from the day's 
excitement." 

** Not more than I have deserved," said Mr. 
Haviland, meekly ; " but, now it is over, I 
would gladly rest — rest eternally, if I may." 

The shutters were then closed, and in a few 
minutes all was still in the sick-room, and the 
invalid left alone with the nurse, who had been 
called when the distressing interview was 
over. 



** I never dreamed of the slightest con- 
nexion between that young widow and the 
Armitages," said Mr. Maggs, as he walked 
thoughtfully towards Shuffleborough, with Mr. 
Fellows and Mr. Trevennon. '' I do not know 
of anything which could have led me to do so. 
Had such been the case I would not have left a 
grain of sand unturned in prosecuting a stricter 

a 3 
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Bearch for those papers. But now I Mrill 
atone for past blindness, and never rest till I 
see that deeply injured girl established in her 
rights." 
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OHAPTEB XX. 



Mr. Crofton walked down the street, towards 
the inn where he had left his oarriage, with his 
usual stately step. He looked at the silver 
mounted harness most sorutinously as the ostler 
led out the horse, and stood by to see him 
buckled in, as if he had just at that particular 
moment no more important affair to think of; 
he even chided the man with more than his 
usual austerity when he fancied he detected a 
slight scratch on the panel. 

He took the reins in his hand with all his 
wonted dignity— drew on his kid gloves de- 
liberately, and flouridied the ebony over the 
horse's ears with his generally patronising air. 

No human creature could have detected the 
slightest shade of agitation or anxiety in Mr. 



342 THB NEXT OF KIK. 

Crofton's manner — no one wonid have supposed 
that haughty man had just heard a sentenoe 
pronounoed which must hurl him, at last, frral 
his high and mighty position. No wonder^ 
then, that ^' Sultan/' with all hid horse wisdcmi^ 
never dreamed of losing his present master, 
but stepped out with his usual well-bred pao^ 
quite indignant at the close passing of some 
ignoble, slouching, half-groomed beast. 

And. so they went through the streets of 
Shuffleborough ; Mr. Crofton bowing with con- 
descension to his humble acquaintances, and 
nodding and smiling graciously to those few 
he deigned to consider his equals. 

He stopped at the fishmonger's, and most in- 
dignantly demanded why aturbot he had ordered 
was not arrived ? " Such inattention must not 
occur again, or he must bring another fishmonger 
into the town." 

The great bronze gates to Armitage flew 
open a'l his approach; the porter touched his 
hat reverentially, and up the broad carriage- 
drive dashed Mr. Crofton. A man was sweep- 
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ing the dead leayeB from the lawn, and had 
either negligently omitted to eoUect a few 
stragglers, or the wind had blown them back. 
His master sharply reprimanded him, and added 
that if he were not more careful he most be dis- 
missed. The poor man, who had a wife and 
family to support, obsequiously begged pardon, 
and stooped to pick up even every stray Gbte 
and stalk. He thought his bread depended on 
the will of that coldly exacting man. Would 
his head haye bent so low had he known he 
might liye to see that relentless, stem master 
creep forth like a criminal across those lawns 
he now reigned over ? 

A liyeried servant opened the hall door; Mr. 
Croftongaye elaborate orders about the car- 
riage and horse ; was scrupulously particular as 
to the well rubbing of his boots on the mat as 
he walked towards the library ; and then, as 
he entered, desired William to tell Mr. Guy 
he wanted him immediately. 

There were loud, laughing yoices in two or 
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three of tbB roomfl, and the tBMnmd of *a pimo 
swept aorofis the hall as a door opened. 

<< The faranohes of tfaoae trees are iq>proaeb- 
ing too near the hooae)'' thought Mr. Croftoiiy 
looking out of the library window ; ^^ I must 
Bee about haying them cot back ; I wonder I 
neyer thou^t of it befinre ; and that new drive 
ought to hare heea begun ere this. Six 
thousand a-year F' he nmsed^ as he polished off 
the moisture his breath had left on the glass ; 
^^ yes, it brought in a full hundred more last 
year. And the Holme farm would let for 
more now." 

The trees were bare, except a few ever- 
greens near the house; thp grass looked 
orimped up and brown ; in some places the late 
heavy rains had beaten it almost into the 
earth ; little pools of water still lay in two or 
three sunken places on the gravel walks ; and 
the flower-beds, so gay in the summer, were 
now only masses of dayey earth and shrivelled, 
dying plants. Yet, amidst all this wintry de- 
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solation, Armitage had never looked so attrac- 
tiye to the eyes of Mr. Crofton as at that 
moment. No I not eyen on that now most 
well-remembered July day, when he trimmph- 
antly rode around it to inspeet its beauties, and 
say to himself, at every new spot he came upon, 
" all this is mine I" 

His reverie was interrupted by the entrance 
of his son. And now, for the first time, Mr. 
Crofton's presence of mind a little forsook him 
— his diplomacy was at fault — except that he 
kept the object in view for which this interview 
was mainly sought ; he was undecided how he 
should approach it — whether caution would be 
better, or a hasty, precipitate, abrupt advance. 

^* William told me you wanted to speak to 
me. Is it anything of consequence, if not 
Tremlet and I were at billiards ?" 

'^ it is of consequence, Guy ; and, before I 
more fully enter on the subject, let me ask you, 
my dear fellow, how you at present stand with 
Miss — with Miss Vallack ?" 
Q 5 
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" With Miss Vallack, sir I" As a stranger — 
as worse than a stranger — ^for she would not 
despise one she ever knew, as she does me. I 
have partly to thank you for this !'^ was Guy'd 
not very deferential reply. 

''Would you thank me if I withdrew my 
prohibition, and said, I most earnestly wish 
you to marry her ?'* asked Mr» Crofton, trying 
to smile. 

" No, I could not thank you, sir, for your 
approbation would be of no avail. As to your 
desire that I should marry Miss Vallack, it is, I 
presume, for some such motive as you desired 
me to marry Charlotte Haviland — but my af- 
fections are not to be bandied about so coolly- 
even if Flora still regarded me with love, 
which I am sure she does not — I lost her re- 
spect, and I am certain her love followed it." 

"Pooh, pooh, Guy, you were not then so 
fond of one another as I thought — I do wish 
you to marry her — and were I in your place, 
I should have but little doubt of rekindling 
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the flame, eyen supposing it has been extin- 
guished. Charlotte jilted you— it was a match 
proposed by your father, whom you dare not 
offend — ^you have deeply repented of your 
dereliction, and find you cannot be happy with- 
out her. Take my word for it, whatever re- 
pugnance, I mean, whatever opposition she 
may profess, her heart would be re- won." 

'* Father, listen to me," said Guy, harshly. 
^^ Were my life, were my liberty, in Flora's 
hands, I would not ask it. Were I starving 
for a morsel of bread, I would not accept it 
from her — I loved her too well — ^if you will 
hear it — I love her still too well, to risk fall- 
ing lower in her estimation than I already 
have. Plot as you will — lay what schemes 
you list — I will never ask Flora Vallack to be 
my wife." 

" Then now hear me repeat what I said on a 
former occasion," cried Mr. Crofton, furiously 
^' prepare to quit Armitage for ever — lead forth 
your father and mother and sisters into desti- 
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tution and contempt — for, as I liye, you, nor 
I, Dor they, have further right here." 

'^Good heayens, what do you mean, sir," 
excLiimed Guy, turning as pale as Mr. Crofton 
had become within the last moments — ** you 
told me this on quite a different occasion." 

" But with the same import, fix)m the same 
cause," cried his father, vehemently. **You 
must assist me, you must shield me, or we are 
beggars, and I a criminal— or, at least, if not 
that, a litigant in an unjust law- suit." 

'^ Father, Mr. Crofton," began Guy, stand- 
ing erect before his parent, " tell me the whole 
truth of these and of former mysterious hints 
you have uttered. Are you not your cousin's 
next of kin ? Are you not the lawful possessor 
of his property ? If not— who is ?" 

* ^ Flora Vallack — Flora Armitage, as she is 
now known and acknowledged to be — old Mr. 
Armitage's grand-daughter." 

Guy reeled as a drunken man across the 
floor, then throwing himself on a sofa, groaned 
aloud. 
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" Now, }'ou see the policy of renewing your 
suit ?" said Mr. Crofton, who, judging of hia 
son by himself, believed he would easily re- 
concile himself to means, however unjustifiable, 
if it furthered his interests. 

'' Then, by heavens, you judge me wronrly," 
cried Guy, starting up ; "I could ill have 
brooked to owe everything to my wife, even 
had this discovery been made when I was en- 
gaged to marry her. But now! my soul 
would revolt from receiving one favour from 
her I have so deeply injured. But how is 
this ? How came you not to know it before — 
for," added Gaiy, ironically, '' I can scarcely 
presume you would have thwarted my wishes 
so determinately as you did, had you then 
been aware of the advantage of such a match." 

" You are right there, Guy — I heard it only 
a little too late," replied Mr, Crofton, forget- 
ting he was betraying his own selfish, mer- 
cenary views in his son's union. 

And then knowing that further concealment 
from him would avail nothing — for that soon 
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the tale would be rutig in his ears by every 
voice he heard — and itiU blindly, eagerly 
hoping to induce Guy to seek a reconciliation 
and marriage with Miss Armitage — he told him 
the whole of the accursed tale, going back 
even to his first summoQii from Mr. Armitage 
before his death, and brin^g up every inci* 
dent to the harrowing interview with Mr. 
Haviland that very day. 

He extenuated nothing^p— he showed the 
worst features of the case ; so that the young 
man might be staggered, and see the blackest^ 
most abhorent view of everything ; even to the 
belief he had allowed Flora to entertain of 
being his own illegitimate child. 

The perspiration dropped from Guy's fore- 
head, as he listened, and a half uttered execra- 
tion escaped him, when he heard this last re- 
volting declaration. 

*^ And what are your intentions — ^what steps 
are you goiug to take — for I solemnly swear, I 
never will unite with you in any of your in- 
fernal, nefarious plots," said Guy, in an au- 
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tilioritatiye tone, not seeking to conceal the 
disgust he felt for his father^s villany. 

" Boldly defend my rights," exclaimed Mr. 
Crofton, resuming all his old defiance of man- 
ner, *' in spite of my ohicAen-hearted son — 
who shall henceforth own neither love nor 
money of mine. Drive that proud upstart into 
a vexatious chancery suit', which shall, at 
least, keep her out of these walls for some 
time ; grind down her spirit and her pride ; 
make her produce proofs I know it will pain 
her to have exposed; deny her claim alto- 
gether. I know there are no doubts — but I 
will create plenty, multiply them, and raise 
them up at every turning ; fight her with her 
own weapons, spend her own money in op- 
posing her, and should bhe win at last, make 
her step over my dead body, as she comes, in 
all due dignity, to take possession of her long- 
withheld inheritance." 

" You will not — you dare not do this," ex- 
claimed Guy, fiercely, "\illain as you own 
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yoorself of the past — jon cannot step deeper 
into crime for the future. Look how awfully 
Haviland's career of sin has been cut short. 
It may be your turn next. Let me beseech 
you, unfold as much of this to my mother, 
and sisters, as will account for our quitting 
this place — and rather let us go forth into the 
world beggars than strive, unlawfully, to any 
longer keep possession of what is not our own. 
For myself, I tell you, I will never sleep aur 
other night under a roof where I have no right 
— I will no longer remain in a house belonging 
to the woman I rejected." 

'' Go forth this instant then," cried the now 
enraged Mr. Crofton — " go forth, if you will, 
and proclaim your father a perjured usurper- 
betray him — ^join the ranks of his enemies, if 
you dare, and bring your bride to her home in 
triumph — but then my curse shall be yoiu: 
marriage peaL Seek her noWy before she has 
time to properly feel her position, or be pre- 
judiced against all belonging to you, and I will 
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ocmsent to be a pensioiier on jom bountji so 
as I may not quit Armitage.'' 

** Hush, hush," cried Guy, " lest I say what 
would it ill become a son to utter, or a &ther to 
hear. You hare trampled oa me enough — ^you 
cast from me and insulted the only woman I 
ever truly loved — you have brought me up an 
idler to do honour to a Mse inheritance — I 
go out of this house worse than a common 
road-tramp, for I cannot beg — and secure, as 
you thought yourself, in your stolen wealth, 
you gave me no means of learning how to ob- 
tain an honest livelihood. Still, destitute as I 
am, I shall not envy you if I hear you keep 
possession of this plaoe." 

Guy Crofton turned to leave the library, 
with what bitterly contending feelings yQU 
may imagine — ^but ere he reached the door, his 
father said, in a voice he vainly tried to render 
calm and indifferent — 

'* Eemember, sir, not a word of all this is to 
be spoken to your mother, or sisters, or to Sir 
John Tremlet — / will take it upon myself to 
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explain matters as I think proper, and to put 
them in the light I intend they shall be viewed 
in fdture," 

"Then you will also please repeat my 
adieux to tbepa," replied Guy; "I cannot 
play the hypocrite at such a moment — my face 
would betray you if my words did not. Make 
what excuse, or assign what reason you chose 
for my sudden departure, they will soon he&t 
enough either from you or from others to ac- 
count for it and to understand its true im- 
port." 

The father and'fon exchanged cool bows, 
and parted in sUenoe. 

Thus another son went forth from Armitage 
in enmity with his parent. 
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CHAPTER XXL 



Nature is not Always most sublime wheu oalm 
and tranquil. |t is when agitated by atorma 
and tempesta \h$t our admiration is blended 
with awe, and hoinage is involuntarily rendered 
to terrible grandour. 

We are pleaflif 4 with a prospect when all is 
stilly or just enougb &i^ to graceftdly wave the 
leaves— we smile flfs we watch insectd sporting, 
and cattle grazing, and even court the nearer 
approach of the rippling waves as they roll to- 
wards us and touch our feet. 

But when the billows heave and foam and 
dash against the rock on which we stand as if 
indignant such an ipsignificant creature as man 
should escape its f^iry — a thrill of enthusiasm 
creeps through dX\ our nerves, we raise our 
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eyes in reyerential ecstasy and utter half- 
suppressed words of adoration. 

A terrific hurricane was bowing the tall 
trees as it swept oyer them ; one instant their 
stately forms rose again — but, as if enraged 
at their resistance, the blast once more attacked 
them, and rooted two or three of the sturdiest 
from the earth. Thunder was echoing through 
the valleys, and lightning flashing from hill to 
hiU-^erery bird and beast, had hid its head. 
But one solitary human being was exposed ta 
this mighty warfare between the powers of 
heaven and earth. 

He bared his head, though he encountered 
the blast, for he felt he was in the presence of 
the Highest Majesty, when His hand was thus 
stretched forth to show His creatures that He 
who brought all things to p^ection, could thus 
omnipotently work their destruction, if it 
seemed good to Him to do so. 

But a storm was also raging within the 
breast of that solitary wanderer. He hurried 
on amidst the tempest, scarcely mindfal of its 
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e^(^ts upon him — ^he sought not to escape 
from that^ but from the conflict within his own 
bosom. He avoided the high road ; not that he 
feared to meet any one on that terrible erening, 
but rather that the wild and tangled paths 
amidst woods and moors better suited his 
perturbed passions. 

The rain fell in torrents, but still the 
man hurried on over the soaked earth, and 
deep fissures filling with water ; he crossed 
rivulets and pushed through fences and briars, 
till he at length reached the home fields sur- 
rounding a solitary farm-house. Heedless of 
the effect his strange appearance might have 
on the inmates he sought admittance ; and the 
farmer's wife wondering much on the whim 
that could possess the young squire, still wil* 
lingly consented to the arrangement he hur^ 
riedly proposed of lodging a week or two 
with her and her family. 

Mrs. Watson lit a fire in the bed-room Mr. 
Guy Crofton was to occupy, put every thing 
which, according to her notions of comfort, he 
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might possibly require, and then her oflter of 
preparing some supper, having been refused, 
she left him, begging he would not remain 
long in his wet clothes, but spread them on the 
horse before the fire to dry, when he went to 
bed. Long after she had set out his break- 
fast in the little parlour next morning, Mrs. 
Watson cautiously stepped up stairs to listen 
if her lodger was stirring ; all was very still ; 
but he was, no doubt, fatigued after such a 
walk in such weather. Still when ten o'clock 
struck she ventured to tap at the door, gently 
at first — then with a little more rousing power, 
for she was intent on her kind notion of bring- 
ing up his breakfast. A very sleepy, hoarse 
"come in," having encouraged her, Mrs. 
Watson pattered in, but she paused just inside 
the door, overwhelmed with astonishment at 
seeing the gentleman just where she had left him 
the night before, seated in front of the grate — 
fire there was none left — while the sun, which 
had risen brightly, as if to gladden those who 
had been depressed by the storm, was shining 
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through the old-fashioned window and across 
the floor in a cheering stream of light. 

One glance showed Mrs. Watson the bed 
had Dot been slept in, and amidst many excla- 
mations of alarm and prognostications of agues 
and fevers innumerable, she at last roused the 
more stupified than sleeping Guy, who now 
beginning to feel the effects of his imprudence, 
did not resist the good old woman's entreaties 
that he would go to bed and take something 
warm immediately. 

For some days it seemed quite within the 
bounds of probability that death would render 
any arrangements for his future career very 
unnecessary. Mrs. Watson's evil forebodings 
had been realized, and finding her lodger 
averse to any application or communication 
whatever being made to his family, she sent, 
on her own responsibility, for a medical man 
from Shuffleborough ; fortunately she did not 
fix on Mr. Trevennon — though, by that time, 
the patient might scarcely have recognized 
him — for, when he arrived, Guy was delirious. 
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In that one week, Mr. Crofton's critical position 
with regard to keeping possession of the Armi- 
tage estate had been pretty well canvassed — 
though, for the present^ eveij confirmatory ac* 
count of his nefimous transactions had been 
carefully suppressed, at the request of Miss. 
Armitage and her friends* Mr. Crofton might 
even yet be induced to render justice without 
compulsion, and the fact of Flora being really 
the heiress, must first be indisputably estab- 
lished before any motive could be assigned for 
the dark deeds he was accused of. 

Dr. Bagot was not therefore so much sur- 
pnsed at the situation and state in which he 
found young Crofton, as he would have been 
had he heard none of the whirrs respecting 
his father's a£^irs. He knew also of the ra« 
mour of his attachment for the lady who it was 
said would eject them ; and believing he folly 
understood all the feelings which must agitate 
his patient under such peculiar circumstances, 
he pitied and felt a more than usually kind 
commiseration for him, and determined to seek 



his ooi^dence when he was well efM>u^ to*^ 
bear conTersatioSr 

'Tie wonderful what an anti-romancist, a 
seywe fit of illness is — espeeially to one of the 
braver sex. The dread of losing, a mistress 
becomes a trifling calamity when the chance 
stares him in the face of losing his life ; while 
the hope of obtaining some brief enjojinenS 
£Bules before the more more estimable blessing 
of renewed health. 

We rise from a bed of sicknes^ ashamed of 
many of the follies with which we lay down. 
We have been banished for a time from the 
pleasures and the turmoil of the busy woild, 
and flatter ourselves we shall beable and willing 
to withstand its snares for the fdture. But alaff 
the flesh is weak, as w^ in redsting sin M 



Thus believed Guy Grofton, when in his 
sick chamber, surrounded by all the hideouis 
paraphernalia of phi^, pill-'boxes, and bottles 
of leeches, his heart would throb at the visit 
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of the doctor ; and when his old nurse, Mr& 
Watson, seemed of more estimable value than 
half the lovely women in existence — when he 
looked anxiously for the long coveted permia- 
sion to stroll for half an hour * in the open air, 
and listened eagerly for Dr. Bagot's acquies* 
cence in Mrs. Watson's ventured request that 
the patient might be indulged with a bit of 
fo^l and half a glass of wine-and-water. Oh 
those childish days of sickness! when to be 
coaxed, and cajoled, and petted, seems neces- 
sary for the prolonging of our then fragile ex- 
istence. 

Guy Crofton's head ached, and so did his 
heart, the first day he was able to leave his 
room ; and he vainly tried to cure both by re- 
calling to his memory all that had lately- 
happened. In spite of the risk he had incurred 
in his mad flight from Armitage, during that 
awfal storm — which indeed he looked on as an 
ominous forewarning of the tempests sweeping 
around all belonging to him — he felt glad he 
had not remained there one hour after he dis- 
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covered he shotdd have been indebted fot 
shelter to Flora Yallack. He believed if he had 
laid down to sleep in that house he should have 
deserved never to awake again ; both the past 
and future seemed a wildering maze, he had 
much to think of ; and thought beneath that 
roof would turn his brain. 

He gloried in having yielded up all right 
even before a contest had been tried ; she 
should see he was too proud to offer resistance. 
He resigned her inheritance as he had resigned 
herself. 

He had formed no other plan in going to the 
&rm than that it would afford him shelter till 
he could fix on some resolution for his future 
means of isupport — he shrunk from coming in 
contact with any of his gay associates, and his 
only hope was to have commenced a career of 
industry before the impending and inevitable 
blow came that would hurl his family from 
their falsely assumed grandeur. 

It did not require any very subtile cross- 
B 2 
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qae^Uojmg from J)i. Jtagot, tp elicit iso»e.:<tf 
ijhiy's U;t^idn intoixtiaM; axid that woddif- 
wm dd genti^QWi wvid wisacelj help fmUmg 
^at ;the 6niweratio& of tbo differeot qmii&MtkmB 
Jm auusopluatioated fiiaod ooosideied wooU 
place hia ultimate fnoaass, in aay eaxeeri j)^ 
yond all doubt. 

" Why, yea,'' said he drily, in answer to a 
gather e^thiwjaatie deolaratioji implyingtbat 
he would, at present he satisfied • with the 
tffvemomfy pir^ispeot of an appomtoieiit as 
Solicitor-General if the Woolsack was jyot a^ 
taint^le. ^^Yes, all Tery plausible, and for 
aught I Jmow probable, had you already gcn^ie 
thjough thosa tedious {n-eUminaries of senriog 
a fire years clerkship*^being admitted — and 
getting a few cUents to begin with. But foor- 
and^wenty is not, I belisTe, the usual age at 
which lawyers 4X)mmenee their articles, and>aa 
th^e is no royal^ road by which aU these 
awkward first steps could be escaped, we must 
try and think of something else* Qualifying 
for the church is just as slow iind expensive. 
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You are ten years too old to go as a middy, 
and the army we must not dream of. 

" I shall emigrate/' said Guy, sulkily. 

** Pooh, pooh, nonsense, my good fellow, 
don't let yourself out of your native country 
by one of those surplus-population-safety- valves. 
We can find room here for you yet, even if 
there is nothing better to be expected than one 
of the numerous clerkships for which there are 
always innumerable applicants. 

"But now I will tell you where I could 
really serve you, provided you are not too 
proud to take advantage of my patronage. I 
have a brother, a very eminent book-seller, 
who having no family expenses to keep him 
down in the world, has, by this time, estab- 
lished a flourishing business and amassed a 
comfortable fortune. When I last visited him 
he was regretting he had no son or nephew 
who could assist him, and to whom he could, 
if he desired, at a future time, resign in favour 
of, or at least take in as active partner. I 
could very likely induce him to receive you as 
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a friend of mine, and if you are not too prond 
to stand behind a ooimter, you might calcu- 
late on your fortune as being made/' 

But Mr, Guy Crofton was just then too 
proud to acoept this kind offer. He could have 
dug up dirty cl^y and soiled his hands in 
searching amongst it for mud-covered gold in 
another country; he thought he could even 
have enlisted as a common soldier in a regi- 
ment going on foreign service, and would not 
much have minded cleaning his own fire-wms 
and shoes, or pipeclaying his own accoutre- 
ments. He would not very particularly have 
objected to taking (me of the lowest class 
situations under government, in which the 
retainers, though scantily paid, are yet spared 
the ignominy of being mere clerks to private 
individuals. But even if certain of becoming 
Lord Mayor of London as one of its wealthiest 
citizens, he could not subject himself to the 
revolting ordeal of handing goods over a 
counter and sweeping money into a till. 

He, however, promised Dr. Bagot *' to think 
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of it/' and went to sleep that night dreaming 
he had found his way into the cave of the 
forty thieves, and walked through a succession 
of subterranean treasuries, every comer of 
which was heaped up with rubies, emeraldd, 
and diamonds and gold, of which he gathered 
his pockets full and brought home, intending 
to spend an unlimited sum in building a house 
on the nearest ground he could purchase to 
Armitage, so magnificent that that once 
highly valued mansion should henceforth be 
only a mere lodge to his more spacious dwelling. 

He awoke before the first stone was laid, 
and having decided that a roving Bobinscn 
Crusoish sort of life would suit him best, deter- 
mined to decline the ignoble vocation of buying 
and selling. 

It is strange that though the English are 
an industrious and commercial people, there 
should be so many individuals who consider 
trade a degradation. Indeed it is plainly to be 
seen that even the shopocracy are getting too 
grand for their station, ; they have began to 
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feel the power of wealth, and that Mr. Butson, 
the brewer, is, perhaps, able to obtain a seat 
in parliament, when the honourable but poor 
Hibbs Tumnell, younger son of the Earl of 
Lilipendi, is obliged to be content with a seat 
in the gallery to listen to the maiden speech 
ol his father's tradesman. 

The draper, or grocer, who has made his 
£30,000 by selling calicos or coflFees, cannot 
stoop to let his son follow in his humble foot- 
steps ; he must be brought up to a profession, 
and henceforth feel himself privileged to asso- 
ciate, on equal terms, with those who were bom 
in the ranks of society, he is only just admitted 
into. Nothing galls a proud upstart more than 
hearing it mentioned that his relations or an- 
cestors have been in business. Hence it is, 
perhaps, that when any scion of an exalted 
family, such astheCroftons,gets into difficulties, 
or finds it necessary to follow some more humble 
path in life than the one he expected, he 
cannot bear to rub his coat sleeves against one 
who had formerly touched his hat t lim. 
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Fi&j y^ears ago the shopkeq)er was not too 
proud to stand at his own shi^-door, and salate 
those who stopped to look at his windows, 
requesting them to walk in and inspect the 
goods he reoommended ; tken he brought up 
his BOOS to his own trade, and neither he nor 
they ihoii^ht it a degradation. This golden 
age passed bj ; he retired behind his counter, 
never approached the door, even to hand in a 
carriage customer; but fearing his identity 
might not be properly pointed out amongst 
his numerous assistants, he mounted a high 
seat at a raised desk, and £rom this throne 
looked down with growing imp(»:tance on the 
money takers and spenders below. The march 
of luxury soon beckoned him into his snug 
parloiu:, where, from his easy chair- he issued 
his mandates, and accepted his bills for the 
vulgar emporium beyond. But there was not 
sufficient peace and quiet to be found here, 
his nap and his dinner were liable to vexatious 
interruptions by those who presumed to request 
an interview with the principal, and to avoid 
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this, he betakes himself to a country house, 
from which he drires for an honr or two daily 
to give orders, and in some few favoured in- 
stances to receive them. He articles his son 
to a profession, and never permits his wife or 
daughters to use any other word than establish- 
ment whenever it is indispensably necessary to 
allude to the vulgar precincts from which they 
draw their wealth. 

This being considered quite the dimax of 
his aspiration, things remain in this position 
with many of our first style tradesmen, though 
others have attained a still greater altitude. 
The son is in the Guards, the daughter is en- 
gaged to a baronet, and your enquiries after 
the father receives one of the two following 
answers : — " He is in Paris ;" or, " He is in 
the Gazette." 
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